Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



f^.•t'^'■'''-^•'^ 



z iMij 




^v--'^-^. 



/ 



■ 



FAUST: A TRAGEDY. 

BY GOETHE. 

M 

¥att S. 
EDITED AND ANNOTATED BY F. H. HEDGE, D.D. 

MBTRICAI, VER8IOX, BY MISS SWANWKK. 



TRANSLATED BY MISS 8WANWICK. 




NEW YORK: 

THOMAS Y. CROWELL & CO, 

No. 13 Abtob Flacx. 



!; 



4 






\ 






■' /"-^ 






Copyright^ 

BY S.E. CASSINOf 

1882. 



BOtrOH 
W. p. •ROWN AND COMPANY, PRINTERS 
1\% FRANKLIN •TREST 









CONTENTS. 



PAOB 
iNTBODUCnOW .5 

Dedication , . 19 

Prelude on the Stage 20 

Prologue in Heaven 26 

Tragedy of Faust. Part 1 31 

Notes to Part 1 187 

Tragedy of Faust. Part II 193 

Annotations to Part XL 442 



T 



! 



\ 



\ 



\ 



FAUST. 



INTRODUCTION BY THE AMERICAN EDITOR. 



The notion of a formal compact with a personal 
fiend, once so prevalent, had in the Middle Ages a 
special application to such as were versed beyond the 
mark of their time in the mysteries of physical sci- 

\ ence, like Friar Bacon, Albert the Great, and Cor- 
nelius Agrippa. Dr. Faustus, of German tradition, 
was one of those to whom this suspicion attached. 
Johann Faust, not to be confounded with his name- 
sake, the reputed inventor of the art of printing, was 

1 a veritable historical personage. Born at Knittlingen, 
in Wurtemberg, he studied medicine, and also magic. 



I then a recognized branch of learning, at the TJniver- 
: sity of Cracow, visited various parts of Europe, and 
; afterward led a wandering life in Germany, professing 
\ supernatural power, and styling himself philosophus 
j philosophorum. Melancthon, as reported by his pupil 
i Manlius, speaks of him as having visited Wittenberg 
: some time after the battle of Pavia, 1525, and as 
• boasting that by his magic arts he had procured the 
\ victory in that battle for Charles V. 
j He is also mentioned by Philip Begardi, a physi- 

cian of repute in his day, in a work entitled " Index 
Sanitatum," published in 1539. 

Around this slight nucleus of historic fact there 
clustered, in the sixteenth century, portentous accre- 
tions of fabulous matter. A supposed league with 
the enemy of mankind was precisely the soil for such 
growths. Gast, a theologian of the time, who dined 
with Faust at Basel, as he says in his Sermones Con- 
vivialea^ represents him accompanied by two devils, 
one in the shape of a dog, the other in that of a horse* 
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6 THE TKAGEDY OF FAUST. 

His death, of which nothing certain is known, wag 
depicted with great horror of circumBtuuce as a warn- 
ing against coiiinierco with Satan. By some he is 
eaid to have been torn in jiieces by the Adveraary 
when the term of his service — twenty-four years 
had expired; by others to have been turned 



face in the coffin as often aa he was laid i 
position. 



the right 



The earliest printed narrative of Fanst's adven- 
tures is that of Spiess, published in Frankfort, in 1587, 
An English translation of this in 1590 furnished Mar- 
lowe with the subject matter of his "Dr. Faustus, a 
Tragedy," which enjoyed a brief popularity ou tlie 
English stage, but was not published until ten yeai's 
after the author's death. 

Goethe appears to have derii'ed liis knowledge of 

the Faust legend partly from the work of Widmann, 

published in 1599, and another more modern in its 

form, which appeared in 1728, and partly from the 

puppet plays exhibited in Frankfort and other cities 

of Germany, of which that legend was tlien a favorite 

theme. He was not the only writer of his day who 

made use of it. Some thirty of his contempoi-aries 

Lad produced their Fausla during the interval which 

^eJapsed between tlie conception and completion of his 

treat work. Oblivion seems to have overtaken them 

I, with the exception of Lessing's, of wliieh, unfor- 

■ tunately, we have only a few fragments. Tlie MS, of 

the complete work was unaccountably lost on its way 

to the publislier, between Dresden and Leipzig. 

It is known to all who are familiar with Goethe's 
life and writings, that the composition of Faust pro- 
ceeded spasmodically, with many and long interrup- 
tions between the inception and conclusion. Pi-ojeeted 
in 1769, at the age of twenty, it was not completed 
till the year 1831, at the age of eighty-two. The rea- 
sons for BO long a delay m the case of a writer who 
often composed so rapidly, have been widely discuBsed 
by recent critics. The true explanation I think is to 
be found in the fact of the author's removal to Wei- 
mar when only a small poi-tiou of the work had beeu 
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written, when only the general conception and one or 
two leading ideas were present to his thought, and 
before the plan of the whole was matured. That 
change of residence, with the new interests, the official 
duties, the multiplicity of engagements attending it, 
made a thorough break in Goethe's literary life. Sev- 
eral works begun or planned were left unfinished, and 
Faust among the rest. Some of these were never 
resumed, and the same fate would apparently have 
befallen Faust but for the urgent solicitation of 
friends. He took the MS. with him to Rome, and 
from there he wrote, in 1788, to friends at home, that 
he was going to work upon his Faust again, and that 
he thought that he had recovered the thread of the 
- piece. For " thought," Bayard Taylor says " felt 
sure;" but Groethe's language was not so decided.* 
The thread of an unfinished work after the lapse of 
fifteen years is not easily recovered ; my own opinion 
is, that Groethe never did recover it; and hence the 
long delay in the completion of the work. We know, 
at any rate, that the only addition made to it then was 
the scene in the Witch s Kitchen. That, as we learn ! 
from Eckermann, was written in the villa Borghese — \ 
the most unlikely place in the world for such a com- 
position. In the midst of southern and classic asso- : 
ciations, this extravaganza of northern diablerie ! In \ 
1790 a fragment of the First Part was published, '. 
wanting several of the best scenes in the work, as we 
now have it. Then again there is a long gap. Mean- 
while he had become acquainted and intimate with | 
Schiller, and at his instigation he made several unsuc- 
cessful attempts to finish Faust. Grief for Schiller's 
death, which occurred in 1806, caused new delay; but 
at last, in 1808, the First Part was published entire as 
we now have it in a uniform edition of the author's 
works. Meanwhile a portion of the Second Part, 
comprising the whole of the third act, had been 
already composed. This was published separately, 
in 1827, with the title, "Helena, a Classic-Romantic 
Phantasmagoria." With the exception of parts of 
the first act in 1828, nothing more of the second part 

• ^^Ich glauhe" is his expression. 
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8 THE TRAGEDY OF FAUST. 

of Faust appeared in print during the anthor'a life- 
time. But tiie octot^enarian had rigorously bound 
himself to finish it ii jiossihle before, as he eaid, the 
great night should come, "in whith no man can. 
■work." Fortunately the closing scenes were already 
written. Slowly and paiiifully the work proceeded at 
inter\*als during the three remaining years, and was 
not completed until within seven months of his death. 
Had ever a poet's masterpiece such a genesis P 
Birth-pangs extending over sixty years ! 

The history of its composition reveals itself here 
and thei'e in the finished work, especially in the second 
part. The first hnlf of the fifth act gives one the im- 
pression of an outline not filled up, indications instead 
of representations; a design imperfectly executed. 
Single passages, striking in tliemsehes, are loosely 
connected, and this first half bears no proportion to the 
last. Tlie fourth act is rich in suggestion, but labors in 
I itiie structure. The tliird act, an exquisite poem in itself, 
^ )s an interlude, and does not furtlier the development 
of the plot. The same may be said of the Classical 
Walpurgis Night in the second. In shoit, although 
one grand design may be supposed in the poet's mind 
to have comprehended and clinched the wliole, the 
want of unity in the execution of the Second Part is 
painfully apparent to all in whose estimation the in- 
terest of single portions does not comjiensate for the 
halting of the plot. Even the First Part, with all its 
grandeur and its fire, its pathos and its sweetness, 
bears marks of interruption in its composition. A 
single prose scene contrastB with strange though not 
nnpleasant effect the metrical movement of the rest. 
Gaps and seams and joints and splicings are here and 
there apparent. The work is too great to be injured 
by them, but they bear witness of aiTested and fitful 
composition. The scene with Valentine, one of the 
most spirited, is introduced with some violence by 
Mephistopheles' serenade before Gretchen's door. The 
Walpuj^snachtfltraum, or "Oberon and Titania'a 
Golden Wedding " is lugged in with no motive in the 
drama, whose action it only serves to interrupt. In 
old English poems the divisions are sometimes called 
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"Fyttes" (fits). It has seemed to me that the term ! 
would be an apt designation of the scenes in Faust. j 
They were thrown off by the author as the fit took | 
him. 1 

But the effect of the long arrest which, after j 
Goethe's removal to Weimar, delayed the completion j 
of the Faust, is most apparent in the wide gulf -which I 
separates, as to character and style, the Second Part ! 
from the First. So great indeed is the distance be- ] 
tween the two, that without external historical proofs I 
of identity, it would seem from internal evidence alto- 
gether improbable, in spite of the slender thread of | 
the fable which connects them, tliat both poems were * 
the work of one and the same author. And really 
they were not the same. The change which had come 
over Groethe when returned from Italy had gone down 
to the very springs of his intellectual life. The fervor 
and the rush, the sparkle and foam of his early pro- 
ductions had been rej^laced by the stately calm and 
the luminous breadth of view that is born of experi- 
ence. The torrent of the mountains had become the 
river of the plain. Romantic impetuosity had changed 
to classic repose. He could still, by occasional efforts 
of the will, cast himself back into old moods, resume 
the old thread, and so complete the first Faust. But 
we may confidently assert that he could not, after 
the age of forty, have originated the poem, any more 
than, before his Italian tour, he could have written 
the second Faust, purporting to be a continuation of 
the first. The difference in spirit and style is enor- 
mous. 

As to the question which of the two is the greater 
production, it seems to me a very preposterous one. 
They are incommensurable. It is like asking which is 
greater, Dante's Commedia or Shakespeare's Macbeth. 
As to which is the more generally interesting, no 
question can arise. There are thousands who enjoy i 
and admire the First Part to one who even reads the 
Second. The interest of the former is poetic and 
thoroughly human ; the interest of the other is partly 
poetic, but mostly philosophical and scientific. The 
one bears you irresistibly on; you forget the writer 
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and his genius in the theme. The other draws your i 
attention to the manner, and leaves yoti cold and care- 1 
less of the theme. Ilie transition from the first to 1 
the second is like the change from a hill country\to a1 
richly-cultured champaign ; from the wild [jicturesque- i 
^eas of nature to the Bmooth perfection of art f 

J In one respect, at least, the Second Part is nowise J 
■ to the Fii-st, namely, in rhythmical beauty. ] 
S aboundfl in metrical prodigies, proof at once of the j 
marvellous plasticity of the language, and the tech- 
nical skill 01 the poet, whose versification, at the age I 
of fourscore, exhibits all the ease and desterity of I 
youth, and to whom it seems to have been as natural \ 
to utter himself in verse as in prose. 

The symbolical character of Faust is assumed by 
all the critics, and in part confessed by the author 
himself. Besides the general symbolism pervading 
and motiving the whole, a symbolism, of human des- 
tiny, and here and there a shadowing forth of the 
Iioel'a private experience, there are special allusions. 
Deal, personal, enigmatic conceits, which have fur- , 
nished topics of learned discussion, and taxed the 
ingenuity of numerous commentators. We need not 
trouble ourselves with these subtleties. But little 
exegesis is needed for a right comprehension of the ' 
true and substantial- import of the work. 

The key to the plot is given in the " Prologue in. 
~ Heaven." The Devil, in the character of Mephis- 
B~topheles, asks permission to tempt Faust ; he boasts 
f%is ability to get entire possession of bis soul, and ■ 
drag him down to bell. The Lord grants the permis- 
BioB, and> prophesies the failure of the attempt. 
"Well, then, be it allowed! Draw this sjiirit from its 
Source, and if you can lay bold of bim, drag him with 
you on your downward path ; and stand ashamed 
when you are forced to confess that a good man in bia , 
dark striving has a consciousness of the right way." i 

Here we have a hint of the author's design. He 
does not intend that the Devil shall succeed ; he does 
not mean to follow the conclusion of the legend, and 
send Faust to bell. He had the penetration to see, 
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and be meant to show, that the notion implied in the 
old popular superstition of selling one's soul to the 
Devil ; the notion that, evil can obtain the entire and» 
final possession of the soul, is a fallacy ; that the soul 
is not man's to dispose of, and cannot be so traded 
away. We are the soul's, not the soul ours. Evil is 
self-limited ; the good in man must finally prevail. So 
long as he strives, he is not lost ; Heaven will come to 
the aid of his better nature. This is the doctrine, the 
philosophy of Faust. In the First Part, stung by dis- 
appointment in his search of knowledge, by failure to 
lay hold of the superhuman, and urged on by his 
baser propensities, personified in Mephistopheles, he 
abandons himself to sensual pleasure, seduces inno- 
cence, burdens his soul with heavy guilt, and seems to 
be entirely given over to evil. This Part ends with 
Mephistopheles' imperious call, " Her zu mir," as if se- 
cure of his victim. Before the appearance of the 
Second Part, the reader was at liberty to accept that 
conclusion. But in the Second Part, Faust gradually 
wakes from the intoxication of passion, outgrows the 
dominion of appetite, plans great and useful works, 
whereby Mephistopheles loses more and more his hold 
of him, and after his death is baffled in his attempt to 
appropriate Faust's immortal part, to which the heav- 

. enly Powers assert their right. 

I Such is a brief outline of the fable, and this is the 

issue prefigured in the Prologue in Heaven. But 
whether this was Goethe's original plan is somewhat 
doubtful. The Proloscue in Heaven was not written 
until the larger portion of the First Part had been 
published. It seems not unlikely that Faust's salva- 
tion was an afterthought, and that Goethe's original 
design was to follow the legend, and consign his hero 
to the Devil at the end of his career. We may sup- 
pose that riper thought rejected such an ending, and 
occasioned the temporary arrest of the whole under- 
taking, until the idea of the Prologue in Heaven 
occurred to him as offering a way of escape from the 
sorry finale of the legendary t^aust, and a better 
treatment of the theme. 

But the Prelude on the Stage " proposes to trav- 
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erne the entire circle of creation, and to paas ivith | 
considerate rapidity from heaven through the world , 
to hell." This seems to imply the intention, after all, 
to make hell the terminus of Faust'a career. And yet ' 
the Prelude on the Stage we know to have been 
written after the publication of the first instalment of 
the play, probably at the same time with the Prolc^ue 
in Heaven. Here, then, is a, contradiction, — the 
Prelude pointing downward to the Pit as the woful 
consummation of the plot, the Prologue in Heaven 
directing to the skies. The contradiction can only be 
solved by supposing that the author forgot himself for 
the moment, and wrote in the sense of his original 
design, ! 

Another discrepancy has been noticed by the crit- 
ics. Chr. Herm. Weisse was the first to call attention I 
to certain passages, from which it is evident that ' 
Goethe's first intention was to represent Mephietoph- 
eles as the emissary of the Earth-Spirit whom Faust 
invokes in the first scene of the First Part. Tlie 
Prologue in Heaven, which, as I have said, was an 
afterthought, provided another and better way of i 
introducing tliis leading character, but the jiassagea , 
referring to the former method were suffered to re- 
main, either from inadvertence or want of time and 
will to rewrite tliem. And so we have in tlie First 
Part of Faust these croppings out of an earlier format 
tion of the poet's mind, like the upheavals of a lower 
etratum of the earth's crust. It is a proof of the au- 
thor's genius that, with all these irregularities, the 
play has won for itself the suffrage of two generations, 
and maintains its place as the literary masterpiece of 
modem time. 

The Prologue in Heaven was at first an offence to 
English readers, on account of its seeming irreverence. 
The earlier translators omitted it, or all that portion 
which follows the Song of the Angels. Anster thinks 
to evade the difiicnity by using the Gei-man "der 
Herr," instead of The Lord. But the Prologue, as I 
said, suggests the motive of the piece, and foreshows 
the conclusion. To omit it is to prejudice the right 
onderstanding of the whole. And an to irrevereuce, 
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it is not necessary to adopt Mr. Lewes' apology 
I drawn from mediaBval use in the Miracle Plays, whose 
I representations of Deity are accompanied with famil- 
iarities of speech quite shocking to raodeni sentiment. 
The Faust-legend was not a mediaeval production, and 
i the puppet-plays founded upon it are not to be classed 
with the old miracle-plays. Nor had these puppet- 
plays, any more than the legend itself, a prologue in 
heaven; rather, some of them, a prologue in hell. 
The Prologue is Goethe's own Conception, suggested, 
as he tells us, by the book of Job. But nothing could 
be further from the poet's intention than to travesty 
or degrade that venerable poem. The alleged irrev- 
erence of Mephistopheles' conference with "The Lord " 
requires no other excuse than that Goethe's devil was 
bound to speak in character. He is the spirit that 
denies, the mocking spirit. His whole being is a 
mockery of the Holy; he can speak only as he is. 
Madame de Stael would have had him spiteful and de- 
fiant; it was Goethe's choice to make him skeptical 
and scoffing, a kind of exaggerated, infernal likeness 
of Voltaire, of whom Goethe says that in his youth 
he could have strangled him for his irreverent treat- 
ment of the Bible. In reality, there is no more irrev- 
erence in Mephistopheles' talk than in that of Satan in 
Job. What differences them is the humor so foreign 
to the Hebrew, so characteristic of the modern mind. 

In the old Faust legend, the compact with the 
devil specifies a term of years, during which Faust 
was to have all that he desired of earthly good, and 
I at the expiration of which Mephistopheles was to have 
j possession of his soul. • In Goethe's play, no date is 
f agreed on ; the hero stipulates for only one draught of 
full satisfaction. " If ever I shall lie dowm satisfied, 
if ever you can flatter me into thinking that I am 
happy, if ever you can cheat me with enjoyment, if 
ever I shall say to the passing moment, ' Stay ! thou 
art so fair,' then you may lay me in fetters ; then may 
the death-bell sound, and time for me be no more." 

The intrigue with Margaret, which follows the 
scene in the Witch's Kitchen, and occupies, with the 
exception of the Walpurgisnacht, the remainder of 
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the First Part, conBtitnleB no portion ot the origind 
Btory. It is an episode of Goethe's own creation. J 
But the interest of this episode is so intense, its pathos 
so overpowering, that the interpolation has become 
the real bearer of the drama. It is this that Faust 
£rgt suggests, and stands for with the mass of readers. , 

The character of Margaret is unique; its daplicate 
is not to be found in all the picture galleries of fictionl 
Shakespeare, in the wide range of his feminine j^n^ 
eonnel, has no portnBt like this. A girl of low birth 
and vulgar circumstance, imbued with the ideas and 
habits of her class, speaking the language of that 
class, from which she never for a moment deviates 
into liner phrase, takes on, through the magic handline 
of the poet, an ideal beauty. Externally c 
prosaic in all her ways, she is yet thoroughly poetio^ 
transfigiircd in our conception by her perfect love, j 
To that love, unreasoning, unsuspecting, to the excess 
of that which in itself is no fault, but beautiful and 
good, her fall and ruin are due. Her story is the 
tragedy of her sex in all time. As Schlegel said of 
the "Prometheus Bound," "It is not a single tragedy, 
but tragedy itself." When Mephistophcles, with a 
sneer, suggests that she ia not the first who incurs the 
doom that befalls her, Fnust, in his transport of peni- 
tent passion, bursts forth with the reply, "Woe! woe! 
by no human soul to be comprehended; that more 
than one being hm sunk into the depths of this wretch- 
edness; that the first did not atone for all the rest 
with her writhing death-agony in the sight of the ever- 
pardoning." 

It is important to note, as throwing light on the 
anther's design, that, surrendered as he is to the reck- 
less pursnit of jileasure, Faust's better nature is not 
utterly extinguished, but asserts itself from time to 
time m strong rebellion against the dominion of his 
boaer appetites. The potion administered to him in 
the Witch's Kitchen has inflamed his animal passions, 
and after his first encounter with Margaret, he bids 
Mephistopheles to deliver her at once into^his anus. 
MephiBtopheles declares this to be impossible, but 
engages, when Margaret is absent, to conduct him to 
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her chamber. While there, overcome, it wonld seem, 
by the spirit of tlie place, the abode of purity and 
innocence, he repents his purpose, upbmiaB himself, 
and vowa never to return. He will not pursue the 
enme. The box of Jewels, which Mephistopheles has 
brought as a lure, he does not care to leave. Mephia- 
tophclea ridieules his scniples, and hiiuself deposits 
the jewels in the girl's wardrobe. 

Again after making her aequaintance and winning 
her affection, he still resists the temptation to abuse 
the power he has over her. He seeks to escape by 
leaving the city and betaking himself to the wilder- 
ness. But Mephistopheles discovers his retreat, and 
works on his compassion by representing how Mar- 
garet pines for him. Faust replies, " Thou monster, 
begone ! Do not speak to me of that beautiful crea- 
ture. Urge not the desire for her on my already half- 
crazed senses." But finally, as if feeling himself im- 
pelled by in'osiatible fate, exclaims, "Hell, thou wilt 
nave this victim. Help, devil ; what must be, let it be 
^one quickly. Let her doom tall upon rae, that we 
may both go to perdition together." 

And .tt last, obliged to flee the city on account of 
ttie death of Valentme, whom he hsB killed in a duel, 
after plunging into a vortex of mad dissipation, indi- 
cated by the revels of the Walpur^isnaolit, when he 
bears of the arrest of Margaret, he does not leave her 
to her fate, hut-returns to rescue her at the risk of hia 
life. 

As the First Part deals with individual character 
and destiny, so the Second spreads before us the great 
wide world of public life. We have the imperial court, 
with its gaieties, its jealousies, its intrigues and finan- 
cial embarrassments, wliieh Mephistopheles relieves 
by the device of a paper currency, we have war, we 
have industrial enterpriae. And in the midst of tlieae 
we have two interludes, in the second act the classical 
WalpnrgisNi^ht, which commentators interpret as sym- 
boliBing a mediation between the classic and romantic 
in literature and art ; and for the whole of the third 
lave the Helena, supposed to symbolize moral 
education through the influence of the \ieawX\lu\. 
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By the discipline of these vnried experiences^ 
Faust is led on through the hundred years of hiaV 
earthly life, to the supreme moment when, contem 
■jjplating in imagination the benefit which must acuruefl 
f^ coming generations from his labors, — a free people.1 
on a free soil, — he exclaims, "Might I see that coiir-W 
Bummation, I could say to the moment, ' Tarry, thoaf 
art so fair;' the trace of my earthly days will endure! 
for ffions." " In anticipation of tliat exalted happiness, I 
I already enjoy the highest moment." Then, u 
cordance witli his own stipulation in the compact withl 
Itfephistopheles, he sinks back and expires. The Lem^a 
ures seize him and lay him in the giave. Mephistopb- 1 
eles claims his soul, and summons his spirits, the lean.l 
devils with long, crooked horns, and the stout devils.] 
with short, straight horns, to aid him in securing his I 
prey. Angels come to the rescue ; they scatter rosea, 1 
which purify the air, and charm the sleeper witKl 
dreams of paradise, singing, as they scatter, — 

"Roses with teniler ray, 



To F*UBT, 
Spiias roHQd thee beomin^, 
Puiple and ^rreen,— 



But the breath of the demons blasts and wills the ! 
falling roses ; they shrivel and at last take fire, and fall 
flaming and scorching on the hellish crew until they J 
are forced to retreat ; all but Mephistopheles, who I 
stands his ground ; bat, entranced by the beauty of I 
the angels, neglects his purpose, and fails to secure | 
the immortal part of Faust, which the angels appro- | 
priate and bear aloft. 



Ma; be redeemed from evil." 
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' INTRODUCTION. 17 

The last two lines may be' supposed to contain the 
author's justification of Mephistopheles' defeat and 
Faust's salvation. Though a man surrender himself 
to evil, if there is that in him which evil cannot sat- 
isfy, an impulse by which he outgrows the gratifica- 
tions of vice, extends his horizon, and lifts his desires ; 
pursues an onward course until he learns to place his 
aims outside of himself, and to seek satisfaction in 
works of public utility, he is beyond the power of 
Satan ; he may be redeemed from evil. 

One could wish, indeed, that more decisive marks 
of moral development had been exhibited in the latter 
stages of Faust's career. But here comes in the 

; Christian doctrine of grace, which Goethe applies to 

*. the problem of man's destiny. Faust is represented 
as saved by no merit of his own, but by the interest 
which Heaven has in every soul in which there is the 

\ possibility of a heavenly life. 

And so the new-born, ascending spirit is committed 
by the Mater gloriosa to the tutelage of Gretchen, 
"una poenitentium," now purified from all the stains 

; of earth, to whom is given the injunction, — 

" Lift thyself up to hiprber sphei'es ! 
When he divines he'll follow thee." 

And the Mystic Choir chants the epilogue which em- 
bodies the moral of the play. 

** Mortal that penshes 

Types the ideal, 
All that faith cherishes 

Thus becomes real. 
Wix)ug:ht superhumanly, 

Here it is done ; 
The ever womanly 

Draweth us on. 

In editing Miss Swanwick's Faust, which seems to 
me, on the whole, the best of the English metrical 
translations, I have added notes to Part I., where 
explanation or comment seemed to be needed, and 
have made a few verbal alterations in the text. The 
second Part I have left unaltered. 

F. H. B:ei>q«^* 
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Dim forms, ye hover near, a shadowy train, 
As erst upon my troubled sight ye stole. 
Say, shall I strive to hold you once again ? 
Still for the fond illusion yearns my soul ? 
Ye press around ! Come then, resume your reign, 5 
As upwards from the vapory mist ye roll ; 
Within my breast youth s tnrobbing pulses bound. 
Fanned by the magic air that breathes your march 
around. 

Shades fondly loved appear, your train attending, 
And visions fair of many a blissful day ; 10 

First-love and friendship their fond accents blending, 
Like to some ancient, half expiring lay ; 
Sorrow revives, her wail of anguish sending 
Back o'er life's devious labyrinthine way. 
The dear ones naming who, in life's fair mom, ' 15 
By Fate beguiled, from my embrace were torn. 

They hearken not unto my later song. 

The souls to whom my earlier lays I sang ; 

Dispersed forever is the friendly throng, 

Mute are the voices that responsive rang. 20 

My song resoundeth stranger crowds among, 

E'en their applause is to my heart a pang ; 

And those who heard me once with joyful heart, 

If yet they live, now wander far apart. 

A strange unwonted yearning doth my soul, 25 

To yon calm solemn spirit-land, upraise ; 

In faltering cadence now my numbers roll, 

As when on harp -dEolian, Zephyr plays ; 

My pulses thrill, tears flow without control, 

A tender mood my steadfast heart o'ersways ; ^^ 

What I possess as from afar I see ; 

Those I have lost become realities to me. 

1ft 



PRELUDE ON THE STAGE. 
Manager. Deamatic Poet. Meiiryman. 

MANAGER, 

Ye twain, whom I bo oft have found 

True friends in trouble and distress, gt 

Say, in our scheme on Gorman ground, 

Wliat prospect have we of Buccess ? 

Fain would I please the public, win their thanks; 

BccauBe they live and let live, as is meet. 

The poets are now erected and the planks,^ 

And all look forward to a festal treat. 40 

Their places taken, they, with eyebrows raised, 

Sit patiently, and fain would be amazed, 

I know the art to hit the public taste. 

Yet so perplexed I ne'er have been before; 

'Tia true, they're not accustomed to the beet, ™ 

But then they read immensely, that's the bore. 

How make our entertainment striking, new. 

And yet significant and pleasing loo? 

For to be plain, I love to see the throng, 

As to our booth the living tide progresses; 50 

As wave on wave successive rolls along, * 

And through heaven's narrow portal forceful presses J 

Still in broad daylight, ere the clock strikes four. 

With blows their way towards the box they take ; 

And, as for bread in famine, at the baker's door, 55 

For tickets are content their necks to break. 

Such various minds the bard alone can sway, 

My friend, oh, work this miracle to-day 1 



Oh, apeak not of the motley multitade. 
At whose aspect the spirit wings its flight ; 
Shut out the noisy crowd, whose vortex rude 
Still draws us downward with resistless might. 
Lead to some nook, where silence loves to brood. 
Where only for the bard blooms pure delight. 
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Where love and friendship, gracious heavenly pair, 65 
Our hearts true bliss create, and tend with fostering 
care. 

What there up-welleth deep within the breast. 

What there the timid lip shaped forth in sound, 

A failure now, now haply well expressed. 

In the wild tumult of the hour is drowned ; 70 

Oft doth the perfect form then first invest 

The poet's thought, when years have sped their round ; 

What dazzles satisfies the present hour. 

The genuine lives, of coming years the dower. 

MERRTMAN. 

This cant about posterity I hate ; 76 

About posterity were I to prate. 

Who then the living would amuse ? For they 

Will have diversion, ay, and 'tis their due. 

A sprightly fellow's presence at your play, 

Methinks, should always go for something too ; 80 

Whose genial, wit the audience still inspires, 

Is not embittered by its changeful mood ; 

A wider circle he desires. 

To move with greater power, the multitude. 

To work, then ! Prove a master in your art ! 85 

Let phantasy with all her choral train. 

Sense, reason, feeling, passion, bear their part. 

But mark ! let folly also niin gle in the strain ! 

MANAGER. 

And, chief, let incidents enough arise ! 

A show thej want, they come to feast their eyes. 90 

When-stirrmg scenes before them are dis])layed. 

At which the gaping crowd may wondering gaze, 

Your reputation is already made. 

The man you are all love to praise. 

The masses you alone through masses can subdue, 95 

Each then selects in time what suits his bent. 

Bring much, you somewhat bring to not a few. 

And from the house goes every one content. 

You give a piece, in pieces give it, friend ! 

Such a ragout, success must needs attend ; 100 

Tifi easy to serve up, as easy to invent. 
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A Bnishefl whole what boots it to present I 
'Twill be in pieces by the public rent. 



How mean such handicraft as this yon cannot feel I 
How it revolts the gennine artist's mind ! 11 

The sorry trash in which these coxcombs deal, 
Is here approved on principle, I find. 

Snch a reproof disturbs me not a whit ! 

Who on eilicient work ia bent, 

Must choose the fittest instrument. 1' 

Consider ! 'tis soft wood you have to split ; 

Think too for whom you write, I pray! 

One comes to while an hour away ; 

One from the festive board, a sated guest ; 

Others, more dreaded than the rest, 1. 

From journal-reading hurry to the play. 

As to a masquerade, with absent mmds, they press, 

Sheer curiosity their footsteps winging; 

Ladies display their persons and their dress, 

Actors unpaid their service bringing. l! 

What dreams beguile you on your jmet's height? 

What puts a fidl house in a merry mood ? 

More closely view your patrons of the night ! 

The half are cold, the other half are rude. 

One, the play over, craves a game of cards ; 125 > 

Another a wild night in wanton joy would spend. 

Poor fool, the muses' fair regards 

Why court for such a paltry end ? 

I tell you, give them more, still more, 'tis all I astc, 

Thns you will ne'er stray widely from the goal ; i; 

Your audience seek to mystify, cajole; — 

To satisfy them — that's a harder task. 

What ails thee? art enraptured or distressed? 

POET. 

Depart ! elsewhere another servant choose ! 
What! shall the hard his godlike power abuse? IS 
Man's loftiest right, kind nature's high bequest, 
For your mean purpose basely sport away ? 
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Whenoe comes his mastery o'er the human breast. 

Whence o'er the elements his sway, 

But from the harmony that, gushing from his soul, l4( 

Draws back into his heart the wondrous whole ? 

When round her spindle, with unceasing drone. 

Nature still whirls th' unending thread of life; 

When Being's jarring crowds, together thrown. 

Mingle in harsh inextricable strife ; 14,^ 

Who deals their course unvaried till it falls. 

In rhythmic flow to music's measured tone ? 

Each solitary note whose genius calls. 

To swell the mighty choir in unison ? 

Who in the raging storm sees passion lour, 150 

Or flush of earnest thought in evening's glow, 

Who, in the springtide, every fairest flower 

Along the loved one's path would strow ? 

From green and common leaves whose hand doth 

twine, 
The wreath of glory, won in every field ? 155 

Makes sure Olympos, blends the power divine? — 
Man's mighty spirit, in the bard revealed ! 

MERBTMAN. 

Come then, employ your lofty inspiration. 

And carry on the poet's avocation. 

Just as we carry on a love affair. 1^0 

Two meet by chance, are pleased, they linger there, 

Insensibly are linked they scarce know how ; 

Fortune seems now propitious, adverse now, 

Then comes alternate i*apture and despair ; 

And 'tis a true romance ere one's aware. 165 

Just such a drama let us now compose. 

Plunge boldly into life — its depths disclose! 

E ach lives it, not to many is it know n, 

^iVm mieresi wneresoever seized and shown ; 

Bright pictures, but obscure their meaning : 170 

A ray of truth through error gleaming. 

Thus you the best elixir brew. 

To charm mankind and edify them too. 

Then youth's fair blossoms crowd to view your play, 

And wait as on an oracle ; while they, 175 

The tender souls, who love the melting itvooi.. 
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Suck from your work their melancholy food ; 
Now this one, and now that, you deeply stir, 
Each sees the working of his heart laid bare ; 
Their tears, their laughter, yon command with ei 
The lofty stiil they honor, the illusive love, 
Tour finished gentlemen you ne'er can please ; 
A growing mind alone will grateful prove. 

POET. 

Then give me back youth's golden prime, 

When my own spirit too was growing. 

When from my heart th' unhidden rhyme 

Gushed forth, a fount forever flowing ; 

Then shadowy mist the world concealed, 

And every bud sweet promise made, 

Of wonders yet to be revealed, 

As through the vales, with bloom inlaid, 

Culling a thousand flowers I Btrayed. 

Naught had I, yet a rich profusion ; 

The thirst for truth, joy in each fond illusion. 

Give me unquelled those impulses to prove ; — 

Rapture so deep, its ecstasy was pain, 

The power of hate, the energy of love, 

Give me, oh, give me back my youth again I 

MERKYMAN. 

Youth, my good friend, you certainty require 
When foes in battle round you press, 
When a fair maid, her heart on fire. 
Hangs on your neck with fond caress, 
When from afar, the victor's crown, 
Allures you in tlie race to run ; 
Or when in revelry you dro\fn 
Your sense, the whirling dance being done. 
But the familiar cliords among 
Boldly to sweep, with graceful cunning, 
While to its goal, the verse along 
Its winding path is sweetly running ; 
This task is yours, old gentleman, to-day; 
Nor are you therefore in leas reverence held ; 
Age does not make us childish, as folk say, 
It finds us genuine children e'en in eld. 



1 
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MANAGER. 

A truce to words, mere empty sound, 215 

Let deeds at length appear, my friends 

While idle compliments you round, 

You might achieve some useful ends. 

Why talk of the poetic vein ? 

Who hesitates will never know it ; 220 

If bards ye are, as ye maintain, 

Now let your inspiration show it. 

To you is known what we require, 

Strong drink to sip is our desire ; 

Come, brew me such without delay I 225 

To-morrow sees undone, what happens not to-day ; 

Still forward press, nor ever tire I 

The possible, with steadfast trust. 

Resolve should by the forelock grasp ; 

Then she will ne'er let go her clasp, 230 

And labors on, because shfe must. 

On German boards, you're well aware, 

The taste of each may have full sway ; 

Therefore in bringing out your play, 

Nor scenes nor mechanism spare ! "35 

Heaven's lamps employ, the greatest and the least. 

Be lavish of the stellar lights, 

Wat^r, and fire, and rocky heights, 

Spare not at all, nor birds nor beast. 

Thus let creation's ample sphere 240 

Forthwith in this our narrow booth appear. 

And with considerate speed, through fancy's spell, 

Journey from heaven, thence through the world, to hell ! 
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1 



Afterwards 



HE Lord. The Heavenly Hosts. 
Mepiiistopheles. 
The three Archangels c\ 

RAPHAEL. 

Stilt, qninng as in ancient time 
With brother spheres in rival song. 
The sun with thunder-march sublime 
Moves his predestined course along. 
Angels are strengthened by his sight, 
Though fathom him no angel may ; 
Resplendent are the orbs of light, 
As on creation's primal day. 

GABRiEL. 

And lightly spina earth's gorgoonfi sphere, 
Swifter than thonght Its rapid flight ; 
Alternates Eden-brightness clear, 
With solemn, di-ead -in spiring night; 
The foaming waves, with murmur hoarse, 
Against the rocks' deep base, are huried ; 
And in the sphere's eternal course 
Are rocks and ocean swiftly whirled. 

MICHAEL. 

And rival tempests rush amain 
Prom sea to land, from land to sea. 
And raging form a wondrous chain 
Of deep mysterious agency; 
Pull in the thunder's fierce career, 
Plaming the swift destructions play; 
But, Lord, thy messengers revere 
The mild procession of thy day. 

THE THREE. 

Angels are strengthened by thy sight. 
Though fathom thee no angel may ; 
Thy works still shine with splendor bright. 
As on creation's primal day. 
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MEPHISTOPHELBS. 

Since thou, O Lord, approachest us once more, 

And how it fares with us, to ask art fain, 30 

Since thou hast kindly welcomed me of yore. 

Thou see'st me also now among thy train. 

Excuse me, fine harangues I cannot make, 

Though all the circle look on me with scorn ; 

My pathos soon thy laughter would awake, 35 

Hadst thou the laughing mood not long forsworn. 

Of suns and worlds I nothing have to say, 

I see alone mankind's self-torturing pains. 

The little world-gold still the self-same stamp retains, 

And is as wondrous now as on the primal day. 40 

Better he might have fared, poor wight, 

Hadst thou not given him a gleam of heavenly light ; 

Reason he names it and doth so 

Use it than brutes more brutish still to grow. 

With deference to your grace, he seems to me 45 

Like any like long-legged grasshopper to be, 

Which ever flies, and flying springs. 

And in the grass its ancient ditty sings. 

Would he but always in the grass repose I ^ 

In every heap of dung he thrusts his nose. ^^ 

THE LORD. 

Hast thou naught else to say ? Is blame 

In coming here, as ever, thy sole aim ? 

Does nothing on the earth to thee seem right ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

No, Lord ! I find things there in miserable plight. 
Men's wretchedness in sooth I so deplore, 55 

Not even I would plague the sorry creatures more. 

THE LORD. 

Know'st thou my servant, Faust ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The doctor? 



THE LORD. 



K\^\,. 
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MEPHISTOPHELE a . 

He serves thee in strange fashion, aa J think. 

Poor fool ! Not earthly is hia food or drink. 

An inwarfl impttlse hurries him afar, 6 

Hiraaclf half conscious of his frenzied mood ; 

From heaven claimeth fie ita brightest star, 

And from the earth craves every Iiighest good. 

And aU that's near, and all that s far, 

Fails to allay the tumult in his blood. ^' 

THE LORD. 

Though now he serves me with imperfect sight, 
I will ere long conduct him to the light. 
The gardener Itnoweth, when the green appears, 
That flowers and fruit will crown the coming years. 

MEPHIBTOPHELEa. 

What wilt thou wager ? Him thou yet shall lose, 70 
If leave to me thou wilt but give, 
Gently to lead him aa I choose ! 



So long as he on earth iloth live, 

So long 'tis not forbidden thee. 

Man still must err, while he doth strive. 75 

MKPHIETOPBELES. 

I thank you; for not willingly 
I traffic with the dead, and still aver 
That youth's plump blooming cheek I very much pre- 
fer. 
I'm not at home to corpses; 'tis my way, 
■"like cats with captive mice to toy aud play. 80 

TBK LOKD. 

Inough I 'tis granted thee 1 Divert 
This mortal spirit from his primal source; 
Him canst thou aeiae, thy power exei-t 
And lead bim on thy downward course. 
Then stand abashed, when thou perforce must own, 85 
A good man, in the direful grasp of ill, 
His consciousness of right retaineth still. 
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i 

I 

1 

MEPHISTOPHEL£S. 

Agreed ! — the wager will be quickly won. 
{ For my success no fears I entertain ; 

And ii my end I«finally should gain, 90 

\ Excuse my triumphing with all my soul, 
j Dust he shall eat, ay, and with relish take, 
i. -As did my cousin, the renowned snake. 

j THE LORD. 

I Here too thou'rt free to act without control ; 

I ne'er have cherished hate for such as thee. 95 

Of all the spirits who deny, 

The scoffer is least wearisome to me. 

Ever too prone is man activity to shirk. 

In unconditioned rest he fain would live ; 

Hence this companion purposely I give, 100 

Who stirs, excites, and must, as devil, work. j 

But ye, the genuine sons of heaven, rejoice ! j 

In the full living beauty still rejoice ! j 

May that which works and lives, the ever-growing. 

In bonds of love enfold you, mercy-fraught, 105 

And Seeming's changeful forms, around ye flowing. 

Do ye arrest, in ever-during thought ! 

j {Heaven closes^ the Archangda disperse,) I 

I ^fEPHISTOPHELES (ulone). 

j The ancient one I like sometimes to see, 

; And not to break with him am always civil ; 

j 'Tis courteous in so great a lord as he, 110 

I To speak so kindly even to the deviL 
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THE TRAGEDY OP FAUST. 




DRAMATIS PERSONS. 



Characten in the Prologue for the Theatre. 
The Manaokb. 
Thb Dramatic Poet. 
Ubbbynan. 

Characteri in the Prologue in Ileaven. 
The Lobd. 
Raphael i 

Gabriel > The HeaTenl; Host. 
Michael ) 
Ubphistophelbs. 

Cftaracters to the Tragedy, - 



■Waoker, a Sludent. 

Maktha, Mai^ret's Neighbor. 

Valentine, Marearet's Brotber. 

Old Peasant. 

A Stuuent. 

EuzABi£TH, an Acqiudntance of UnrEaret's. 

Frosch \ 

SiEBEL^" [-Guests in Auerbach'B Wine Cellar. 
Altuayer ) 
Witches,, old and Toung ; Wizards, Wlll-o'-the-wisp, Witcli 
Peddler, ProtophantaamisL Servibills, Monkeys, Spirits, 
Journeymen, CountiT-follt, Citizens, Beggar, Old Fortune- 
teller, Shepherd, Soldier, Studenta, etc. 

Xn the Intermetzo. 
Oberon. I Abiek 

l^AKiA. I Puck, etc, etc 
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THE TEAGEDY OF FAUST. 



Night. — A high vaulted narrow Gothic chamber, — 
Faust, restless^ seated at his desk. 

FAUST, 

I HAVE, alas ! Philosophy, 

Medicine, Jurisprudence too, 

And to my cost Theology, 

With ardent labor, studied through. 

And here I stand, with all my lore, * ^ 

Poor fool, no wiser than before. 

Magister, doctor styled, indeed. 

Already these ten years I lead, 

Up, down, across, and to and fro, 

My pupils by the nose, — and learn 10 

That we in truth can nothing know ! 

This in my heart like fire doth burn. 

'Tis true, I've more cunning than all your dull tribe. 

Magistrate and doctor, priest, parson, and scribe ; 

Scruple or doubt comes not to enthrall me, 16 

Neither can devil nor hell now appall me — 

Hence, also, my heart must all pleasure forego I 

I may not pretend, '^ aught riglitly to know, 

I may not pretend, through teaching, to find 

A means to improve or convert mankind. 20 

Then I have neither goods nor treasure, 

No worldly honor, rank, or pleasure : 

No dog in such a fashion would longer live I 

Therefore myself to magic I give. 

In hope, through spirit-voice and might, 25 

Secrets now veiled to bring to light, 

That I no more, with aching brow, 

Need speak of what I nothing know ; 

That I the force may recognize 

That binds creation's inmost energies ; 30 

Her vital powers, her embryo seeds survey, 

And fling the trade in empty words away. 
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O full-orbed moon, did but thy rays 
Their last u])on mine anguish gaze ! 
Beside this desk, at dead of uight, 
Oft have I watched to hail tliy light : 
Then, pensive friend ! o'er book and scroll, 
With Bootliing powdr, thy radiance stole ! 
In thy dear light, aii, might I climb. 
Freely, some mountain height eublime, 
Hound mountain caves with spirits ride, 
In thy mild haze o'er meadows glide. 
And, p lilted from knowledge-fumes, renew 
My spirit, in thy healing dew ! 

Woe's me ! still prisoned in the gloom 
Of this abhorred and musty room. 
Where heaven's dear light itself doth pass, 
But dimly through the )>ainted glass I 
Hemmed in by volumes thick with dust, 
A jirey to worms and mouldering rast. 
And to the high vault's topmost do und. 
With smoky paper compassed round ; 
With boxes round thee piled, and glass, 
And many a useless instrument, 
With old ancestral lumber blent — 
This is thy world ! a world ! alas ! 
And dost thou ask why heaves thy heart. 
With tightened pressure in thy breast ? 
Why the dull ache will not depart, 
By which thy life-pulse is oppressed ? 
Instead of nature's living sphere, 
Created for mankind of old. 
Brute skeletons suiTound thee here, 
And dead men's bonea in smoke and mould. 

Up ! Forth into the distant land I 
la not this book of mystery 
By Nostradamus' jiroper hand,^ 
AJi all-sufficient guide P Thou'lt see 
The couraes of the stars unrolled ; 
When nature doth her thoughts unfold 
To thee, thy soul shall rise and seek 
Communion high with her to huhl, 
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As Spirit doth with spirit speak ! 
Vain by dull poring to divine 



j The meaning of each hallowed si<rn. 75 



Spirits ! I feel you hovering near ; 
j Make answer if my voice you hear ! 
1 (He opens the hook and perceives the sign of the 

\ Macrocosmos,) 



Ah ! at this spectacle through every sense, 

What suddeo ecstasy of joy is flowing ! 

I feel new rapture, hallowed and intense, 80 

Through every nerve and vein with ardor glowing. 

Was it a god who charactered this scroll. 

Which doth the inward tumult still. 

The troubled heart with rapture fill. 

And by a mystic impulse, to my soul, 85 

Unveils the working of the wondrous whole ? 

Am I a God ? What light intense I 

In these pure symbols do I see, 

Nature exert her vital energy. 

Now of the wise man's words I learn the sense ; 90 

" Unlocked the spirit-world doth lie ; 

Thy sense is shut, thy heart is dead ! 

Up, scholar, lave, with courage high. 

Thine earthly breast in the morning-red ! " 

{He co7itemplates the sign,) 

How all things live and work, and ever blending, 95 
Weave one vast whole from Being's ample range ! 
How powers celestial, rising and descending. 
Their golden buckets ceaseless interchange! 
Their night on rapture-breathing pinions winging, 
} From heaven to earth their genial influence bringing. 100 



Through the wide sphere their chimes melodious ring- 



* A wondrous show! but ah ! a show alone ! 

Where shall I grasp thee, infinite nature, where ? 
Ye breasts, ye fountains of all life, whereon 
Hang heaven and earth, from which the withered 
heart 
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Ye gnsh, and must I languish in despair ? 

{lleiumsoverlhekaiieso/ the booh impatieiUly, ami 
perceives the sign of the Earth-spirit.) 

How all unlilce the influence of this sign ! 
Earth-spirit, tliou to me art nigher, 
E'en now my strength is rising higher, 
E'en now I glow as with new wine; 
Courage I feel, abroad the world to dare, 
The woe of eaith, the bliss of earth to bear, 
To mingle with the lightnings' glare, 
And mid the oraijhing shipwreck not despair. 

Clouda gather over me — 

The moon conceals her light — 

The lamp is quenched — 

Vapors are rising — Quivering round my head 

Flash the red beams — Down from the vaulted roof 

A shuddering horror floats, 

And seizes me ! 



Unveil thyself! 

Ha 1 How my heart is riven now ! 
Each sense, with eager palpitation, 
Is strained to catch some new sensation ! 
I feel my heart surrendered unto thee ! 
Thoiimustl Thoumust! Though hfe should be the fee I 
{^Ile seizes the book,aiid pronoxincea mysteriously t/t£ '• 

sign of the spirit. A ruMy flame fiaahea vp ; the j 

spirit appeara in the flame.) 

Who e^iUs mc ? 

FAUST {turning aside). 
Dreadful shape 1 

With might 
Thou hast compelled me to appear, 
Long hast been sucking at my sphere, 
And now — 
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FAUST. i 

Woe's me ! I cannot bear thy sight. 135 ^ 



SPIRIT. 

To know me thou didst breathe thy prayer, 

My voice to hear, to gaze upon my brow ; 

Me doth thy strong entreaty bow — 

Lo ! I am here ! -^ what pitiful despair 

Grasps thee, the demigod ! Where's now the soul's 
deep cry? 140 

Where is the breast, which in its depths a world con- 
ceived. 

And bore and cherished ; which, with ecstasy, 

To rank itself with us, the spirits, heaved ? 

Where art thou, Faust ? whose voice I heard resound. 

Who toward me pressed with energy profound ? 145 

Art thou he ? Thou, — whom thus my breath can blight, 

Whose inmost being with affright 

Trembles, a crushed and blighted worm ? 

FAUST. 

Shall I yield, thing of flame, to thee ? 

Faust, and thine equal, I am he ! 150 

SPIRIT. 

In the currents of life, in action's storm, 

I float and I wave » 

With billowy motion I 

Birth and the grave, 

A limitless ocean, 165 

A constant weaving 

With change still rife, 

A restless heaving, 

A glowing life — 
Thus time's whirring loom unceasing I ply, 160 

And weave the life-garment of deity. 

FAUST. 

Thou, restless spirit, dost from end to end 
O'ersweep the world ; how near I feel to thee ! 

SPIRIT. 

Thou'rt like the spirit, thou dost comprehend, 

Not me I (^ VanisKes^ \^^ 



Si 
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FAPST (deeply moved). 
Not tljee ? 
Wliom tiien ? 
I, God's own imap^e ! 
And not rank witli thee ! {A hwck)iM 

Oh death! I know it — 'lis my famulns — '" I7I>J 

My fairest fortune now escajies 1 
That ail these visionary 6ha])es 
A BouUess groveller should banish thus I 

(Wahnkr in his dressmg-gown and iiight-cnp, a larn^ 
in his hand. Faust turns round reluctuiitly). 

WAGNEH, 

Pardon 1 I heard yon here declaim ; 
A Grecian tra^dy you doiihtlesB read ? 
Improvement m this art is now ray aim, 
For nowadays it much avails. Indeed 
An actor, oft I've heard it said at least, 
May give instruction even to a priest. 

PAtrST 
Ay, if j^our priest should be an actor too, 
Aa not improbably may come to pass, 

WAG NEE. 

When in his study pent the whole year throngh, 
I Man views the world as through an optic glass, 
r On a chance holiday, and scarcely then. 

How by persuasion can he govern men? 185 1 

FAUST, 

If feeling prompt not, if it doth not flow 

Fresh from the spirit's depths, with strong control 

Swaying to rapture every listener's soiil. 

Idle your toil ; the chase you may forego ! 

Brood o'er your task ! Together glue, 

Cook from another's feast your own ragout, 

Still prosecute your paltry game, 

And fan your ash-heaps into flam 

Thus children's wonder you'll excite. 

And apes', if such your appetite : 

But that which issues from the heart alone, 

Wi}} bend the hearts of others to your own. 
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WAGNER. 

The speaker in delivery will find 
Success alone ; I still am far behind. 

FAUST. 

A worthy object still pursue ! 200 

Be not a hollow tinkling fool ! 

Sound understanding, judgment true, 

Find utterance without art or rule ; 

And when with earnestness you speak. 

Then is it needful cunning words to seek ? 205 

Your fine harangues, so polished in their kind, 

Whei*ein the shreds of human thought ye twist. 

Are unrefreshing as the empty wind, 

Whistling through withered leaves and autumn mist 1 

WAGNER. 

Oh, Heavens ! art is long and life is short ! 210 

Still as I prosecute with earnest zeal 

The critic's toil, Fm haunted by this thought, 

And vague misgivings o'er my spirit steal. 

The very means how hardly are they won, 

By which we to the fountains rise ! 215 

And, haply, ere one half the course is run, 

Checked in his progress, the poor devil dies. 

FAUST. 

Parchment, is that the sacred fount whence roll 
Waters, he thirsteth not who once hath quaffed f 
Oh, if it gush not from thine inmost soul, 220 

Thou hast not won the life-restoring draught. 

WAGNER. 

Your pardon ! 'tis delightful to transport 

Oneself into the spirit of the past, 

To see in times before us how a wise man thought, 

And what a glorious height we have achieved at last. 225 

FAUST. 

Ay, truly ! even to the loftiest star ! 
To us, my friend, the ages that are passed 
A book with seven seals, close-fastened, are \ 
And what the spirit of the times men csiX^ 
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Ib merely their own spirit after all, 
Wliereiii, distorted oft, the tiincH jire glass'cl, 
Tlii'ii truly, 'tin a eight to gritve the houII 
At till! first trlaufu w<^- fly it in diauiay; 
:\ ■■ I'l-y iiiiiibur-i-ooni, a rubbisli-liole ; 
U l..'st a surt uf mock-he roiu play, 
rt'ith sawB (iragniatit^al and maxims sage, 
'i'o &iiit tlie puppets and their mimic stage. 



But then the world and man, his heart iiiiil hrniii I 
Toucliing these things all men would something know. 



Ay I what 'mong men as knowledge doth obtain ! 240 
Who on the child its true name dares bestow? 
The few who somewhat of these things have known, 
Who their full hearts unguardedly revealed, 
Nor thoughts, nor feelings, from the mob concealed, 
Have died on crosses, or in flames been thrown. 245 
Ex'-usi' me, fiiend, far now the night is spent, 
Fur lliia tiuie we must say adieu. 

WAGffKB. 

Still to watch on I had been well content, 
Thus to converse so learnedly with you. 
But as to-morrow will be Easter-day, 1 

Some further questions grant, I pray ; 
With diligence to study still I fondly cling ; 
Already I know much, but would know everything. 
(Mai.) 
FAD ST (alone). 
How he alone is ne'er bereft of hope, 
Who clings to t.istelpBs trash with zeal untired 255 
Who doth, with greedy hand, for treasure grope. 
And finding enrthwonns, is with joy inspired 1 

And dare a voice of merely human birth. 

E'en here, where shapes immortal thronged, intrude ? 

Yet, ah ! thou poorest of the sons of earth, 260 

For once, I e'en to thee feel gratitude. 

Despair the power of sense did well-nigh blast. 
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And thou didst save me ere I sank dismayed ; 

So giant-like the vision seemed, so vast, 

I felt myself shrink dwarfed as I surveyed ! 265 



; I, God's own image, from this toil of clay 

; Ah^eadv freed, with eager joy who hailed 

The mirror of eternal truth unveiled, 
I Mid light effulgent and celestial day : — 

j I, more than cherub, whose unfettered soul 270 

1 With penetrative glance aspired to flow 

j . Through nature's veins, and, still creating, know 
I The life of gods, — how am I punished now ! 

I One thunder-word hath hurled me f I'om the goal ! 



Spirit ! I dare not lift me to thy sphere. 275 

What though my power compelled thee to appear, 
My art was powerless to detain thee here. 
In that great moment, rapture-fraught, * 
I felt myself so small, so great ; 
Fiercely didst thrust me from the realm of thought 
i Back on humanity's uncertain fate ! 281 

I Who'll teach me now ? What ought I to forego ? 

Ought I that impulse to obey ? 
Alas ! our every deed, as well as every woe, 
Impedes the tenor of life's onward way ! 285 

E'en to the noblest by the soul conceived, 
Some feelings cling of baser quality ; 
And when the goods of this world are achieved, 
Each nobler aim is termed a cheat, a lie. 
Our aspirations, our soul's genuine life, 290 

I Grow torpid in the din of earthly strife. 

Though youthful phantasy, while hope inspires, 

Stretch o'er the infinite her wing sublime, 

A narrow compass limits her desires. 

When wrecked our fortunes in the gulf of time. 295 

In the deep heart of man care builds her nest, 

O'er secret woes she broodeth there, 

Sleepless she rocks herself and scareth joy and rest; 

Still is she wont some new disguise to wear, 

She may as house and court, as wife and child appear^ 

As dagger, poison, fire and flood*, *^^^^ 
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Imngined evila cliill tliy blood. 

And what thou in:'i.-r shall lose, o'er that dost shed 
the tear. 

I am not like the gods ! Feel it I must ; 
I'm hke the earth-worm, writliiug in the dust, 805 
Which, as on dust it feeds, its native fare. 
Crushed 'neatli the passer's tread, lies buried there. 

Is it not dust, wherewith this lofty wall, 

With hundred shelves, confines me round, 

liiibbisb, in thousand shapes, may I not call 310 

What in this moth-worid doth my being bound? 

Here, what doth fail me, shall J find? 

Read in a thousand tomes that, everywhere, 

Sel fcrtorLut cis the lot of Lumanjdnd , 

With but one mortaTEappy, here and there? 315 

Tbou h«llow skull, tliat grin, what should it say, 

But that thy brain, like mine, of old perplexed. 

Still yearning for the truth, hath sought the light of day, 

And in the twilight wandered, sorely vexed ? 

Ye instruments, forsooth, ye mock at me, — 320 

With wheel, and cog, and ring, and cylinder ; 

To nature's portals ye should be the key ; 

Cunning your wards, and yet the bolts ye fail to stir. 

Inscrutable in broadest light, 

To be unveiled by force she doth refuse, 325 

What she reveals not to tiiy mental sight, 

Thou wilt not wrest fi-om her with levers and with 

Old useless furnitures, yet stand ye here, 

Because my sire ye served, now dead and gone, 

Old scroll, the smoke of years dost wear, 330 

So long as o'er this desk the sorry lamp hath shone. 

Better my little means have squandered quite away, 

Thau burdened by that little here to sweat, and groan 1 

Wouldst thou possess thy heritage, essay. 

By use to render it thine own ! 335 

What we euiploy not, but impedes our way. 

That wliich the hour creates, that can it use alone I 

But wherefore to yon 8|)ot is riveted my gnzeP 
Is ponder flasket there a magnet to my sight? 
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■ Whence this mild radiance that around me plays, 340 
As when, 'mid forest gloom, reigneth the moon's soft 

; light ? 

j Hail, precious phial ! Thee, with reverent awe, 

; Down from thine own receptacle I draw ! 

j Science in thee I hail and human art. 

■ Essence of deadliest powers, refined and sure, 345 
i Of soothing anodynes abstraction pure, 

! Now in thy master's need thy grace impart! 

'? I gaze on thee, my pain is lulled to rest ; 

I I grasp thee, calmed the tumult in my breast ; 

i The flood-tide of my spirit ebbs away; 350 

' Onward I'm summoned o'er a boundless main, 

» Calm at my feet expands the glassy plain, 
To shores unknown allures a brighter day. 
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Lo, where a car of fire, on airy pinion, 

Comes floating towards me ! I'm prepared to fly 355 

By a new track through ether's wide dominion. 

To distant spheres of pure activity. 

This life intense, this godlike ecstasy — 
1 Worm that thou art such rapture canst thou earn ? 

' Only resolve with courage stern and high, 360 

; Thy visage from the radiant sun to turn ; 
! Dare with determined will to burst the portals 

Past which in terror others fain would steal ! 
• Now is the time, through deeds, to show that mortals 

The calm sublimity of gods can feel ; 365 

\ To shudder not at yonder dark abyss, 
\ Where phantasy creates her own self-torturing brood, 
; Right onward to the yawning gulf to press. 

Around whose narrow jaws rolleth hell's fiery flood ; 
' With glad resolve to take the fatal leap, 370 

Though danger threaten thee, to sink in endless sleep ! 

' Pure crystal goblet, forth I draw thee now. 
From out thine antiquated case, where thou 

I Forgotten hast reposed for many a year! 

; Oft at my father's revels thou didst shine, 375 

j To glad the earnest guests was thine, 

! As each to other passed the generous cheer. 

The gorgeous brede ^^ of figures, quamtXy ^wto\x^c&^ 
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Whicli he who quaffed mtist fii'Ht in rhyme expound, 
Then drain the goblet at one draught iirofound, 380 
Hath nights of boyhood to fond meTtiory brought. 
Tl to my neighbor shall not reach thee now, 
"SfoT on thy rich device shall I my cunning show. 
Here is a juice, makes drnnk withotit delay; 
Its dark brown flood thy crystal round doth fill; 386 
Let this last draught, the product of my skill, 
Sly own free choice, be quaffed with resolute will, 
A solemn festive greeting, to the coming day ! 

{He places tlie goikt to his mouth!) 
( The ringing of bells, ojk? choral voices.) 

CIIOBU8 OF ANGELS. 1^ 

Christ is arisen ! 

Mortal, all bail to thee, 890 

Thou whom mortality, 

Earth's sad reality, 

Held as in prison. 

FAUBT. 

. t hum melodious, what clear silvery chime, 
a draws the goblet from ray lips awav ? 395 

Ueep-toned bells, do ye with voice sublime, 
Enounce the solemn dawn of E.ister-day ? 
Sweet choir ! are ye the hymn of comfovt singing, 
Which once around the darkness of the grave, 
From aeraph-voicea, in glad triumph ringing, 400 

Of a new covenant assurance gave? 



CHORUS OF 1 

We, his true-hearted. 
With spices and myrrh. 
Embalmed the departed, 
And swathed him with care ; 
Here we conveyed Him, 
Our Master, so dear ; 
Alas! Where we laid Him, 
The Christ is not here. 

CHOBCa OF ANGELS. 

Christ is arisen ! 

Perfect through earthly ruth, 
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Radiant witli love and truth, 
He to eternal youth 
5 Soars from earth's prison'. 

j FAUST. 

I Wherefore, ye tones celestial, sweet and strong, 415 

1 Come ye a dweller in the dusk to seek ? 

I Ring out your chimes believing crowds among, 

; The message well I hear, my faith alone is weak ; 

» From faith her darling, miracle, hath sprung. 

•: Aloft to yonder spheres I dare not soar, 420 

i Whence sound the tidings of great joy ; 

And yet, with this sweet strain familiar when a boy, 

Back it recalleth me to life once more. 

Then would celestial love, with holy kiss, 

Come o'er me in the Sabbath's stilly hour, 425 

While, fraught with solemn meaning and mysterious 

power. 
Chimed the deep-sounding bell, and prayer was bliss ; 
A yearning impulse, undefined yet dear, 
Drove me to wander on through wood and field : 
With heaving breast and many a burning tear, 430 
I felt with holy joy a world reveal'd. 
Gay sports and festive hours proclaimed with joyous. 

pealing, 
This Easter hymn in days of old ; 
i And fond remembrance now, doth me, with childlike 
3 feeling, 

; Back from the last, the solemn step, withhold. 435 
ij O still sound on, thou sweet celestial strain ! 
;• The tear-drop flows, — earth, I am thine again 1 

CHORUS OF DISCIPLES. 

.; lie whom we mourned as dead, 

Living and glorious, 

From the dark grave hath fled, 440 

O'er death victorious; 
Almost creative bliss 
Waits on his growing i)owers ; 
Ah! Hiin,on earth we miss; 
Sorrow and grief are ours. 445 

Yearning he left his own, 
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Mid sore annoy ; 

Ah ! we must needs bemoan, 

Master, thy joy ! 

CHORUS OP ANGELS. 

Christ is arisen, 450 

Redeemed from decay. 

The bonds which imprison 

Your souls, rond away ! 

Praising tlie Lord with zeal, 

By deeds tliat love reveal, 455 

Like brethren true «and leal 

Sharing the daily meal, 

To all that sorrow feel 

Whispering of heaven's weal, 

Still is the master near, 460 

Still is he here ! 

Before the Gate. 
Promenaders of all sorts jmss out, 

SEVERAL ME(!HANICS' APPRENTICES. 

Why choose ye that direction, pray ? 

OTHERS. 

To the hunting-lodge we're on our way. 

THE FIRST. 

We towards the mill are strolling on. 

A MECHANIC. 

A walk to the Wasserhof were best. 465 

A SECOND. 

The road is not a pleasant one. 

THE OTHERS. 

What will you do ? | 

A THIRD. 

I'll join the rest. 

A FOURTH. 

Let's up to Burghof, there you'll find good cheer. 
The prettiest maidens and the best of beer. 
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J 3 The prettiest maidens and the best of beer, ! 
And brawls of a prime sort. J 
Y 
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A FIFTH. 

You scapegrace ! How ! 470 
Your skin still itching for a row ? 
Thither I will not go, I loathe the place. 

SERVANT GIRL. 

No, no ! I to the town my steps retrace. 

ANOTHER. 

Near yonder poplars he is sure to be. 

THE FIRST. 

And if he is, what matters it to me ! 476 

With you he'll walk, he'll dance with none but you. 
And with your pleasures what have I to do ? 

THE SECOND. 

To-day he will not be alone, he said ^ 

His friend would be with him, the curly-head. 

STUDENT. 

My ! how those buxom girls step on ! 480 

Come, brother, we will follow them anon. 
Strong beer, a damsel smartly dressed. 
Pungent tobacco — are what I like best. 

burgher's daughter. 

Look at those handsome fellows there ! 

'Tis really shameful, I declare, 485 

The very best society they shun, 

After those servant-girls forsooth, to run. 

SECOND student, (to the first). 

Not quite so fast ! for in our rear. 

Two girls, \^ell-dressed, are drawing near ; 

Not far from us the one doth dwell, 490 

And sooth to say, I like her well. 

They walk demurely, yet you'll see, 

That they will let us join them presently. 

THE FIRST. 

Not I ! restraints of all kinds I detest. 
Quick ! let us catch the wild-game ere it flies, 
The hand on Saturday the mop that plies. 
Will of a Sunday fondle you the best. 




THE TBACEDT OF FAOST. 



BOBCnEB. 

No, this new Burgomaster, I like him not; each hour 
He grows more arrogant, now tliat he's raised to power 
And for the town, what doth he do for it? 
Are not tUinga worse from day to day ? 
To more restraints we must submit j 
And taxes more than ever pay. 

BEGGAE, (sinffs). 
Kind gentlemen and ladies fair, 
So rosy-cheeked and trimly dressed, 
Be pleased to listen to my prayer, 
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Relieve and pity the distressed. 
Let me not vainly sing my lay ! 
His heart's most glad whose hand i; 
'Now when all men keep holiday, 
Should be a harvest-day to me. 






V 



ANOTniSK BUEGHEB. 

I know naught better on a holiday. 
Than chatting about war, and war's alarms, 
"Tfaen folk in Turkey are all up in arras, 
"Biting their deadly battles far away, 515 

I at the window stand, our glasses drain, 
Ed watch adown the stream the painted vessels glide, 
%en, blessing peace, and peaceful times again 
Homeward we turn our steps at eventide. 

THTBD BUEGHEE. 

Ay, neighbor ! So let matters stand for me ! 520 

There they may scatter 'one another's brains, 
And wild confusion round them see — 
So here at home in quiet all remains ! 

OLI> WOMAN (to the nUECrERS' DACGHTERS). 

Heyday ! How smart ! The fresh young bioud ! 
Who would not fall in love with you ? 525 

Not quite so proud ! 'Tis well and good ! 
And what you wish that I could help you to. 

BUHGnER's DAUGHTER. 

Come, Agatha ! I care not to >ie seen 
"Walking in public with these witches. True, 
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My future lover, last St. Andrew's E'en, 530 

In flesh and blood she brought before my view.^' 

ANOTHEB. 

And mme she showed me also in the glass, 

A soldier's figure, with companions bold ; 

I look around, I seek him as I pass, 

In vain, his form I nowhere can behold. 635 

SOLDIERS. 

Fortress with turrets 

Rising in air, 

Damsel disdainful, 

Haughty and fair. 

These be my prey ! 540 

Bold is the venture. 

Costly the pay ! 

Hark, how the trumpet 

Thither doth call us, 

Where either pleasure 645 

Or death may befall us. 

Hail to the tumult ! 

Life's in the field ! 

Damsel and fortress 

To us must yield. 650 

Bold is the venture. 

Costly the pay ! 

Gaily the soldier 

Marches away. 

Faust and Wagner. 

FAUST. 

Loosed from their fetters are streams and rills 555 

Through the gracious spring-tide's all-quickening glow ; 

Hope's budding joy in the vale doth blow ; 

Old Winter back to the savage hills 

Withdraweth his force, decrepid now. 

Thence only impotent icy grains 560 

Scatters he as he wings his flight. 

Striping with sleet the verdant plains ; 

But the sun eDduretb no trace of wliite\ 
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Eveiywhere grovrth and movement are rife, 
Ail thinp^s investing with hues of life : ^ 
Thougli flowers are lackiog, varied of dye, 
Tlieir colors the motley throng supply. 
Turn thee aronnd, and from this height, 
Back to the town direct thy sight. 
Forth from the hollow, gloomy gate, 
Stream forth the masses, in briglit array. 
Gladly seek they the sun to-day ; 
The liesurrection they celebrate : 
For they themselves have risen, with joy, 
From tenement sordid, from cheerless room, 
From bonds of toil, from care and annoy, 
From galile and roof's o'er-hangiiig gloom, 
From crowded alley and narrow street, 
And from the ohiirchea' awe-breathing night, 
All now have issued into tlie light. 
But look ! how spreadetli on nimble feet 
Through garden and field the joyous throng, 
How <?er the river's ample sheet. 
Many si gay wherry glides along; 
And see, deep sinking in the tide. 
Pushes the hist boat now away. 
E'en from yon far hill's path-worn side, 
Flash the bright hues of garments gay, 
Hark! Sounds of village mirth arise; 
This is the people's paradise. 
Both great and email send up a cheer; 
Here am I man, 1 may be one here, 

WAONEK. 

Sir doctor, in a walk with you 
There's honor and instruction too ; 
Yet here alone I care not to reeort, 
Because I coarseness hate of overy sort. 
This fiddling, shouting, skittling, I detest ; 
I hate the tumult of ttie vulgar throng; 
They roar as by the evil one possessed, 
And call it pleasure, call it song. 
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PEASANTS (under the linden-tree) » 

Dance and Song, 

The shepherd for the dance was dres'sed, 

With ribbon, wreath, and colored vest, 

A gallant show displaying. 

And round about the linden-tree, 

They footed it right merrily. 605 

Juchhe ! Juchhe ! 

Juchheisa ! Heisa ! He ! 
So fiddle-bow was braying. 

Our swain amidst the circle pressed, 

He pushed a maiden trimly dressed, 610 

And jogged her with his elbow ; 

The buxom damsel turned her head, 

" Now that's a stupid trick ! " she said, 

Juchhe ! Juchhe ! 

Juchheisa! Heisa! He! 616 

Don't be so rude, good fellow ! 

« 

Swift in the circle they advance, 

They dance to right, to left they dance, 

The skirts abroad are swinging. 

And they grow red, and they grow warm, 620 

Elbow on hip, they arm in arm, 

Juchhe! Juchhe! 

Juchheisa ! Heisa ! He ! 
Rest, talking now or singing. 

Don't make so free ! How many a maid 625 

Has been betrothed and then betrayed ; 

And has repented after ! 

Yet still he flattered her aside, 

And from the linden, far and wide, 

Juchhe ! Juchhe ! 630 

Juchheisa ! Heisa ! He ! 
Sound fiddle-bow and laughter. 

OLD PEASANT. 

Doctor, 'tis really kind of you. 

To condescend to come this way, 

A highly learned man like you, 635 

To join our mirthful throng to-day. 
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Our fairest cop I offer you, 

Wliich we with aparliling drink have crowned, 
And pledging yoii, I praj' aloud, 
That every drop witliin its round, 
While it vour presenj tliirst allays, 
May swell the number of your days. 

FATTST. 

I take the cup you kindly reach, 
Thanks and prosperity to each ! 

( The crowd gather round in a circle.") 

OLD PEASANT. 

Ay, truly! 'tia well done, that you 

Our festive meeting thus alteniis 

You, who in evil days of yore, 

So often showed yourself our friend! 

Full many a one stands living here. 

Who from the fever's deadly blast, 

Yonr father rescued, wLen his skill 

The fatal sickness stay'd at last. 

A young man then, each house yon sought, 

Where reigned the mortal pestilence. 

Corpse after corijso was carried forth. 

But still unscathed you issued thence. 

Sore then your trials and severe ; 

The Helper yonder aids the helper here. 



HeOTen bless tlie trusty friend, and long 

To lielp the poor his life jirolong ! 660 

FAUST. 

To Him above in homage bend. 

Who prompts the helper and Who help dotb send. 

{lie proceeds with Wagner.) 

WAGNER. 

With what emotions must your heart o'erflow. 

Receiving thus the reverence of the crowd ! 

Great man ! How happy, who like you doth know 665 

Such use for gifts by heaven bestow'd 1 

You to the son the father shows ; 

They press around, inquire, advance. 
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Hushed is the fiddle, checked the dance. 

Still where you pass they stand in rows, 670 

And each aloft his bonnet throws, 

They fall upon their knees, almost 

As when there passeth by the Host. 



FAFST. 

A few steps further, up to yonder stone ! 

Here rest we from our walk. In times long past, 675 

Absorbed in thought, here oft I sat alone, 

And disciplined myself with prayer and fast. 

Then rich in hope, with faith sincere. 

With sighs, and hands in anguish pressed, 

The end of that sore plague, with many a tear, 680 

From heaven's dread Lord, I sought to wrest, 

These praises have to me a scornful tone.^^ 

Oh, could'st thou in my inner being read, 

How little either sire or son. 

Of such renown deserve the meed I 685 

My sire, of good repute, and sombre mood, 

O'er nature's powers and every mystic zone. 

With honest zeal, but methods of his own. 

With toil fantastic loved to brood ; 

His time in dark alchemic cell, 690 

With brother adepts he would spend, 

And there things contrary compel i 

Through numberless receipts to blend. 

A ruddy lion there, a suitor bold,^^ 

In tepid bath was with the lily wed. 695 

i Thence both, while open flames around them rolled, 

i Were tortured to another bridal bed. 

j Was then the youthful queen descried 

With many a hue, to crown the task ; — 

This was our medicine ; the patients died, 700 \ 

j " Who were restored ? " none cared to ask. 

I With our infernal mixture thus, ere long, 

These Tiills and peaceful vales among, 

We raged more fiercely than the pest ; 

Myself the deadly poison did to thousands give ; 705 

They pined away, I yet must live, 

To hear the reckless murderers blest. 
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Why let this thought jour soul o'ercast? 
Can man do more than with nice skill, 
With firm and conscientious will, 
Practise the art transmitted fi-oin the past ? 
If duly you revere your sire in youth, 
His lore you gladly wUl receive; 
In manliood, if you spread the bonds of truth, 
Then may your sou a higher goal achieve. 



O blest, whom still the hope insjiires, 

To lift iiimself from error's turbid flood 1 

What man knows not, is just wiiat he requires, 

And what he knows he cannot use for good. 

But let not moody thoughts their shado^v throw 720 

O'er tlie calm beauty of this hour serene ! 

In the rich sunset see how brightly glow 

Yon cottage homes, girt round with verdant green I 

Slow sinks the orb, the day is now no more ; 

Yonder he hastens to diffuse new life. 725 

Oh, for a pinion from the earth to soar. 

And after, ever after him to strive ! 

Then should I see the world below, 

Bathed in the deathless evening beams, 

The vales reposing, every height aglow, 730 

The silver brooklets meeting golden streams. 

The sav^e mountain, with its cavemed side. 

Bars not my godlike progress. Lo, the ocean. 

Its warm bays heaving with a tranquil motion, 

To my rapt vision opes its ample tide I 735 

But now at length the god appears to sink ; 

A new-born impulse wings my flight. 

Onward I press, his quenchless light to drink. 

The day before me, and behind the niglit. 

The pathless waves beneath, and over mo the skies. 740 

Fair dream, it vanished with the parting day*l 

Ahis ! that when on spirit^wing we rise. 

No wing material lifts onr nioi-tal clay. 

But 'tis our inboiTi iin]}ulHe, dep|> and strong. 

Upward and onw&id atUl to urge our fligUv, T-t5 I 
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When far above us pours its thrilling song 

The sky-lark, lost in azure light, 

When on extended wing amain 

O'er pine-crowned height the eagle soars, 

And over moor and lake, the crane 750 

Still striveth towards its native shores. 

WAGNER. 

To strange conceits oft I myself must own, 

But impulse such as this I ne'er have known : 

Nor woods, nor fields, can long our thoughts engage. 

Their wings I envy not the feathered kind ; 755 

Far otherwise the measures of the mind. 

Bear us from book to book, from page to page ! 

Then winter nights grow cheerful ; keen delight 

Warms every limb ; and ah ! when we unroll 

Some old and precious parchment, at the sight 760 

All heaven itself descends upon the soul. 

ff 

ii FAUST. 

Your heart by one sole impulse is possessed ; 
• Unconscious of the other still remain ! 
Two souls, alas ! are lodged within my breast, 
Which struggle there for undivided reign : 765 

One to the world, with obstinate desire, 
And closely-cleaving organs, still adheres ; 
Above the mist, the other doth aspire. 
Which sacred vehemence, to purer spheres. 
Oh, are there spirits in the air, 770 

Who float 'twixt heaven and earth dominion wielding, 
Stoop hither from your golden atmosphere, 
Lead me to scenes, new life and fuller yielding ! 
A magic mantle did I but possess, 8 

Abroad to waft me as on viewless wings, 775 | 

I'd prize it far beyond the costliest dress. 
Nor would I change it for the robe of kings. 



: • WAGNER. 

•, Call not the spirits who on mischief wait ! 

; Their troop familiar, streaming through the air, 

\ From every quarter threaten man's estate^ 'l^^ 

Aud danger in a tiiousand forms prepaxei 
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They drive impetaone from the frozen north, 

With fangs sharp-piercing, and keen arrowy tongues ; 

From the ungeniai cast they issue forth, 

And prey, with parching breath, upon your lungs ; TS.t I 

If, wafted on the desert a flaming wing, ^ 

They from the south heap fire upon the brain, 

Kefreshment from the west at first they bring, 

Anon to drown thyself and field and plain. 

Ill wait for mischiyf, they arc prompt to hear ; 790 

With guileful purpose our heljest obey ; 

Like ministers of grace they oft appear, 

And lisp like angels, to betray. 

But let us hence! Gray eve doth all things blend, 

The air grows chill, the mista descend ! 795 j 

'Tis in the evening first our home we prize — 

Why stand you thus, and gaze with wandering eyes? 

What in the gloom thus moves you? 

PAUST. 

Yon black hound"' 
See'st thou, through corn and stubble circling round? 

WAGNKK, 

I've marked him long, naught strange in him I see ! 8J0 



WAGNER, 

But for a poodle, whom liis instinct serves 
His master's track to find once more. 

FAUST. 

DoBt mark how round us, witli wide spiral c 
He wheels, each circle closer than before? 
And, if I err not, he appeai-s to me 
A fiery whirlpool iu his track to leave. 

WAG NEK. 

Naught but a poodle black of hue I sec ; 
'Tis some illusion doth your sight deceive. 

FAUST, 

Hethinks a magic coil our feet around, 
{!• for a future snare doth lightly spread. 
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WAGNER. 






Around us as in doubt I see liim shyly bound, 
Since he two strangers seeth in his master's stead. 

FAUST. 

The circle narrows, he's already near ! 

WAGNER. 

A dog dost see, no spectre have we here ; 815 

He growls, doubts, lays him on his belly too, 
i And wags his tail — as dogs are wont to do. 

i FAUST. 

Come hither, sirrah ! join our company 1 

WAGNER. 

A simple poodle, he appears to be ! 

Thou standest still, for thee he'll wait ; 820 

Thou speak'st to him, he fawns upon thee straight ; 

« Aught you may lose, again he'll bring, 

! And for your stick will into water spring. 

FAUST. 

' Thou'rt right indeed ; no traces now I see 

Whatever of a spirit's agency. 825 

*Tis training — nothing more. 

WAGNER. 

; A dog well taught 

i E'en by the wisest of us may be sought. 

\ Ay, to your favor he's entitled too, 

; Apt scholar of the students, 'tis his due ! 

( The}/ enter the gate of the town.) 

Study, 

I Faust {entering with the poodle). 

Behind me now lie field and plain 830 

As night her veil doth o'er them draw, 
i Our better soul resumes her reign 

With feelings of foreboding awe. 
■ Lulled is each stormy deed to rest. 

And tranquillized each wild desire ; 835 

Pure charity doth warm the breast, 

And love to God the soul inspire. V 
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Be quiet, pooflle ! Rush not round thus ! Stay thee 1 I 
Wlij- at the threshold snufEcst thou so? 
, Behind the stove now quietly lay thee, 840 | 

My softened cushion to thee Fll throw. 
As thou, without, didst please and amuse me, 
Running and frisking about on the hill. 
So my shelter I'll not refuse thee ; 
A welcome guest, if thou'lt be still. 845 ' 

All 1 when within our narrow room, 

The friendly lamp again doth glow. 

An inward light dispels the gloom 

In hearts that strive themselves to know. 

lieasoo begins again to speak, { 

Again the bloom of hope returns, 

The streams of life we fain would seek, 

Ah, for life's source our spirit yearns. 

Cease, poodle, cease ! with the tone that arises, 
Hallowed and peaceful, my soul within, I 

Accords not tby growl, thy bestial din. 
e find it not strange, that man despises 
"hat he conceives not; 
Sie good and the fair he misprizes ; 
"Tiat lie-s beyond him he doth contemn; f 

Snarleth the poodle at it, liko men ? 



3 longer in my breast. 

be dry, 
8G5 I 
This sad experience oft I've proved ! 
Xhe want admitteth of compensation; 
TTe learn to prize what from sense is removed, 
>nr spirits yearn for revelation, 
V^hieh nowhere burneth with beauty blent, 
More pure than in the New Testament. 

To the ancient text an inipnke strong 

Moves me the volume to explore, 

And to translate its sacred lore, 

Into the tones beloved of the German tongne. 

(j^ opens a volume, and appftes himseif to it.) J 
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* 

Tis writ, " In the beginning was the word ! '' ; 

I pause, perplexed ! Who now will help afford ? [ 

I cannot the mere word so highly prize ; 

I must translate it otherwise, 

If by the spirit guided as I read. 880 

" In the beginning was the Sense ! " Take heed, 

The import of this primal sentence weigh. 

Lest thy too hasty pen be led astray ! 

Is force creative then of Sense the dower? 

" In the beginning was the Power ! " 885 

Thus should it stand : yet, while the line I trace, 

A something warns me, once more to efface. 

The spirit aids ! from anxious scruples freed, 

t write, " In the beginning was the deed ! " 

Am I with thee my room to share,^^ ggO 

Poodle, thy barking now forbear. 

Forbear thy howling ! 

Comrade so noisy, ever growling, 

I cannot suffer here to dwell. 

One or the other, mark me well, 895 

Forthwith must leave the cell. 

I'm loath the guest-right to withhold ; 

The door's ajar, the passage clear ; 

But what must now mine eyes behold ! 

Are nature's laws suspended here ? 900 

Real is it, or a phantom show ? 

In length and breadth how doth my poodle grow ! 

He lifts himself with threatening mien. 

In likeness of a dog no longer seen ! 

What spectre have I harbored thus ! 905 

Huge as a hippopotamus. 

With fiery eye, terrific tooth ! 

Ah ! now I know thee, sure enough ! 

For such a base, half-hellish brood. 

The key of Solomon is good.^^ 910 

SPIRITS {tmthout). 

Captured there within is one ! 
Stay without and follow none ! 
Like a fox in iron snare. 
Hell's old ]yTix is quaking there, 
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But take heed ! 915 

Hover round above, below, 

To and fro, 
Then from durance is he freed ! 
Can ye aid him, spirits all. 
Leave him not in mortal thrall ! 920 

Many a time and oft liath he 
Served us, when at liberty. 

FAUST. 

The monster to confront at first, 
The spell of four must be rehearsed; 

Salamander shall kindle, 925 

Writhe, nymph of the wave, 
In air sylph shall dwindle, 
And Kobold shall slave, 

Who doth ignore 

The primal four, 930 

Nor knows aright 

Their use and might, 

O'er spirits will he 

Ne'er master be ! 

\, 

Vanish in the fiery glow, 935 

Salamander ! 

Rushingly together flow, 

Undine I 

Shimmer in the meteor's gleam, 

Sylphide ! 940 

Hither bring thine homely aid. 

Incubus ! Incubus ! 

Step forth ! The spell concludeth thus ! 

None of the four 

Lurks in the beast : 945 

He gi'ins at me, untroubled as before ; 

I have not hurt him in the least. 

A spell of fear 

Thou now shalt hear. 

Art thou, comrade fell, 950 

Fugitive from hell ? 
See then this sign, 
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Before which incline 

The murky troops of Hell ! 

With bristling hair now doth the creature swell. 955 

Canst thou, reprobate, 

Read the uncreate, 

Unspeakable, diffused 

Throughout the heavenly sphere, 

Shamefully abused, 960 

Transpierced with nail and spear ! 

Behind the stove, tamed by my spells, 

Like an elephant he swells; 

Wholly now he fills the room, 

He into mist will melt away. 965 

Ascend not to the ceiling ! Come, 

Thyself at the master's feet now lay ! 

Thou seest that mine is no idle threat. 

With holy fire I will scorch thee yet ! 

Wait not the might 970 

That lies in the triple-glowing light ! 

Wait not the might 

Of all my arts in fullest measure ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES 

(As the mist sinks^ comes forward J¥om behind the 
stove^ in the dress of a travelling scholar). 

Why all this uproar? What's the master's pleasure? 

FAUST. 

This then the kernel of the brute ! 975 

A travelling scholar ? Why I needs must smile. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Your learned reverence humbly I salute ! 
You've made me swelter in a pretty style. 

FAUST. 

Thy name ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The question trifling seems from one, 
Who it appears the Word doth rate so low ; 980 

Who, undeluded by mere outward sliow. 
To Being's depth would penetrate alone. 
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With gentlemen like you inileed 

The inward essence from the name we road, 

As all too plaiuly il doth appear, ! 

When Beelzebub, Destroycfj Liar, meets the ear. 

Who then art thou? 

MEPIIIST0PHELE3. 

Part of that power which still 1 
Produceth good, whilst ever scheming ill. 

FAtrST. 

What bidden mystery in this riddle lies? 



I am the spirit who evermore denies 1 9 

And justly ; for whate'cr to light is brought 

Deserves again to be reduced to naught ; 

Then better 'twere that naught should be. 

Thus all the elements wliich ye 

Destruction, Sin, or briefly, E\-0, name, 

As my peculiar element I claim. 

FAtrST. 

Thou nam'st thyaelf a part, and yet a whole I see. 



The modest truth I speak to thee. 
Though folly's micrOTOsm, man, it seems, 
Himself to be a perfect whole esteems, ] 

" t of the part am I, which at the fii-st was all. 

lart of darlcness, which gave birth to light. 
Fond light, who now his mother would enthrall, 
mtesting space and ancient rank with night. 
Tet lie sueceedcth not, for struggle as he will, 1 
To forms material he adherelh still; 
From them he streameth, them he maketli fair. 
And still the progi'ess of his be.ims they check ; 
And so, I trust, when conies tlie final wreck, 
Light will, ere long, the doom of matter share. 1 

Thy worthy avocation now I guess I 
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Wholesale annihilation won't prevail, 
So thou'rt beginning on a smaller scale. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And, to say truth, as yet with small success. 

Opposed to nothingness, the world, 1015 

This clumsy mass, subsisteth still ; 

Not yet is it to ruin hurled, 

Despite the efforts of my will. 

Tempests and earthquakes, fire and flood, I've tried ; 

Yet land and ocean still unchanged abide ! 1020 

And then of humankind and beasts, the accursed brood, 

Neither o'er them can I extend my sway. 

What countless myriads have I swept away ! 

Yet ever circulates the fresh young blood. 

It is enough to drive me to despair! 1025 

As in the earth, in water, and in air. 

In moisture and in drought, in heat and cold, 

Thousands of germs their energies unfold ! 

If fire I had not for myself retained. 

No sphere whatever had for me remained. 1030 

FAUST. 

So thou with thy cold devil's fist, 

Still clenched in malice impotent, 

Dost the creative power resist, 

The active, the beneficent ! 

Henceforth some other task essay, 1035 

Of Chaos thou the wondrous son ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

We will consider what you say. 
And talk about it more anon ! 
For this time have I leave to go ? 

FAUST. 

Why thou shouldst ask, I cannot see. 1040 

Since one another now we know, 
i At thy good pleasure, visit me. 

Here is the window, here the door. 

The chimney, too, may serve thy need. 
i 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I most confess, my stepping o'er 1046 v 
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Thy threshold a slight hindrance doth impede ; 
The wizard-foot doth me retain. 



The pentagram thy peace doth mar?"" 
To me, titou son of hell, explain, 
How earnest thou in, if this tliine exit bar? 
Coald such a spirit aught ensnare ? 

MEPHlSTOniELES. 

Observe it well, it is not drawn with care, 
One of tlie angles, that which points without, 
la, as thou seeat, not quite closed. 

FAUST. 

Chance hath the matter happily 
So thou my captive art ? No d 
By accident thou thus are caught I 

MKFSISTOPHELKS. 

In sprang the dog, indeed, observing naught; 

Things now assume another shape, 

The devil's in the house and can t escape. 

FAUST. 

Why through the window not withdraw? 

MEPRlSTOPnELES, 

For ghosts and for the devil 'tis a law, 

Where they stole in, there they must forth. We're free 

The first to choose ; as to the Bccoud, slaves are we. 



E'en hell hath its peculiar laws, I see ! 1065 

I'm glad of that! a pact may then be made, 
The which, you gentlemen, will surely keep ? 

jrepnisTornELES. 
Whate'er therein is promised thou shalt reap, 
No tittle shall remain unpaid. 

But such arrangements time require ; 1070 

We'll speak of them when next we meet ; 
Most earnestly I now entreat, 
This once permission to retire. 
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I, FAUST, 



Another moment prithee here remain, 

Me with some happy word to pleasure, 1075 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Now let me go ! ere long Fll come again. 
Then thou may'st question at thy leisure. 

FAUST. 

To capture thee was not my will. 

Thyself hast freely entered in the snare : 

Let him who holds the devil, hold him still ! 1080 

A second time so soon he will not catch him there, 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

If it so please thee, I'm at thy command ; 

Only on this condition, understand ; 

That worthily thy leisure to heguile, 

I here may exercise my arts awhile, 1085 

FAUST, 

Thou'rt free to do so ! Gladly I'll attend ; 
But be thine art a pleasant one ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

My friend. 
This hour enjoyment more intense, 
Shall captivate each ravish'd sense, 
Than thou could'st compass in the bound 1090 

Of the whole year's unvarying round ; 
And what the dainty spirits sing, 
The lovely images they bring, 
Are no fantastic sorcery. 

Rich odors shall regale your smell, 1095 

On choicest sweets your palate dwell, 
Your feelings thrill with ecstasy. 
No preparation do we need, 
Here we together are. Proceed. 

SPIRITS. 

Hence, overshadowing gloom ^^ 1100 

Vanish from sight ! 
O'er us thine azure dome. 
Bend, beauteous light 1 
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Dtirk clouds tlint o'ur us spread, 








Melt ill tliin air 1 


1105 






Stai-s, your soft radiance alicd. 








Tender aud fair. 








Girt with celestial miglit, 








■Winging their airy flight, 








Spirits are thronging. 


1110 






Follows their forms of light 








Infinite longing! 








Flutter their veBtnres hriglit 








O'er field and grove ! 








"Where in their leafy bower 


1115 






Lovci-a the livelong hour 








Vow deathless love. 








Soft hloometb bud and bower I 








Blooraeth the grove ! 








Grapes and spreading vine 


1120 






Crown the full measure ; 








Fountains of foaming wine 








Gusli from the pressure. 








Still where the curi-ents wiod, 








Gems brightly gleam. 


112&JM 




Leaving the hills behind 


^^^1 




On rolls the stream ; 


^^^1 




Now into ample seas. 


^^^1 




Spreadeth the flood ; 






Laving the sunny leas, 


1130 




Mantled with wood. 






Rapture tlie feathered throng, 


_ ^ 




Gaily careering. 






Sip as tliey float along ; 


^^H 




Sunward they're steering ; 


1135^^H 




On towards the isles of light 


^^^1 




Winging their way, 


^^^1 




That on tlie watei-a bright 


^^^H 




Uancingly play. 

Hark lo the fboral strain. 


^^^1 




1140 


^ 




Joyfully ringing ! 

■While on the grassy plain 








Dancers are springing; 








Climbing the stctp hill's side, 






k — ^ 


Skimming the glassy tide. 


1145 
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Wander they there ; 

Others on pinions wide 

Wing the blue air ; 

On towards the living stream, 

Towards yonder stars that gleam, 1150 

Far, far away ; 

Seeking their tender beam 

Wing they their way. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Well done, my dainty spirits ! now he slumbers ; 

Ye have entranced him fairly with your numbers ; 1155 

This minstrelsy of yours I must repay. — 

Thou art not yet the man to hold the devil fast! — 

With fairest shapes your spells around him cast, 

And plunge him in a sea of dreams ! 

But that this charm be rent, the threshold passed, 1160 

Tooth of rat the way must clear. 

I need not conjure long it seems, 

One rustles hitherward, and soon my voice will hear. 

The master of the rats and mice, 

Of flies and frogs, of bugs and lice, 1165 

Commands thy presence ; without fear 

Come forth and gnaw the threshold here. 

Where he with oil has smeared it. Thou 

Com'st hopping forth already ! Now 

To work ! The point that holds me bound 1170 

Is in the outer angle found. 

Another bite •»— so — now 'tis done — 

Now, Faustus, till we meet again, dream on. 

FAUST {awaking). 

Am I once more deluded ! must I deem 

This troop of thronging spirits all ideal ? 1175 

The devirs presence, was it nothing real ? 

The poodle's disappearance, but a dream ? 

Study, 
Faust. Mephistopheles. 

FAUST. 

A knock P Come in I who now would bxeak ttx'j T^^V.'t 
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MEPHISTOPHELBS. \ 

TisI! ! 



FAUST. r 

Come in I i 



MEPHISTOPHELBS. 

Thrice be the words expressed. 

FAUST. 

Then I repeat, Come in ! 

MEPHISTOPHELBS. . 

'Tis well, 1180 

I hope that we shall soon agree ! 

For now your humors to dispel. 

Here, as a youth of high degree, 

I come in gold-laced scarlet vest, 

And stiff silk mantle richly dressed, 1185 

A cock's gay feather for a plume, 

A long and pointed rapier, too ; 
I And briefly I would counsel you 
f To don at once the same costume, 
\ And free from trammels, speed away, 1190 

\ That what life is you may essay. 

I! 

\ FAUST. 

\ In every garb I needs must feel oppressed, 

J My heart to earth's low cares a prey. 

f: Too old the trifler's part to play, 

r Too young to live by no desire possess'd. 1196 

' What can the world to me afford ? 

\ Renounce ! renounce I is still the word ; 

I This is the everlasting song 

i In every ear that ceaseless rings, 

\ And which, alas, our whole life long 1200 

^ Hoarsely each passing moment sings. 

But to new horror I awake each morn. 

And I could weep hot tears, to see the sun 

Dawn on another day, whose round forlorn 

Will satisfy no wish of mine — not one. 1205 1 

Which still, with froward captiousness, impairs ■) 

E'en the presentiment of every joy. 

While low realities and paltry cares 
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The spirit's fond imaginings destroy. 

And even I then, when falls the veil of night, 1210 

Stretched on my bed, I languish in despair; 

Appalling dreams my soul affright ; 

No rest vouchsafed me even there. 

The god, who throned within my breast resides. 

Deep in my soul can stir the springs ; 1215 

With sovereign sway my energies he guides, 

He cannot move external things ; 

And so existence is to me a weight, 

Death fondly I desire and life I hate. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And yet, methinks, by most 'twill be confessed 1220 
That Death is never quite a welcome guest. 

FAUST. 

Happy the man around whose brow he binds 

The blood-stained wreath in conquest's dazzling hour ; 

Or whom, excited by the dance, he finds 

Dissolved in bliss in love's delicious bower ! 1225 

O that before the lofty spirit's might. 

Enraptured, I had rendered up my soul ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Yet did a certain man refrain one night. 
Of its brown juice to drain the crystal bowl. 

FAUST. 

To play the spy diverts you then ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I own, 1230 i 

Though not omniscient, much to me is known. | 

i 
FAUST. ; 

If o'er my soul the tone familiar, stealing, 22 

Drew me from harrowing thought's bewildering maze. 

Touching the lingering chords of childlike feeling, 

With the sweet harmonies of happier days : 1235 

So curse I all around the soul that windeth 

Its magic and alluring spell. 

And with delusive flattery bindeth 

Its victim to the dreary cell ! 
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i.Cursed before all things be the high opinion, 12 

Wherewith the spirit girds itself around ! 

Of shows delusive cursed be the dominion, 

Within whose mocking sphere our sense is bound I 

Accursed of dreams the treacherous wiles, 

The cheat of glory, deathless fame ! 12 

Accursed what each as projierty beguiles. 

Wife, child, slave, plough, whate'er its name I 

Accursed be mammon, when with treasure 

He doth to daring deeds incite : 

Or when to steep the soul in pleasure, 121 

He spreads the couch of soft delight 1 

Cursed be the graj>e's balsamic juice! 

Accursed love's dream, of joys the first I 

Accursed be hope ! accursed be faith ! 

And more than all, be patience cursed ! 1255 i 

CHOBUB OP SPOUTS (invisible). 
Woe ! woe ! 
Thou hast destroyed 
Tlie beautiful world 
With violent blow ; 
'Tis shivered ! 'tis shattered 1260 

The fragments abroad by a demigod scattered! 
Now we 8 wee]) 
The wrecks into nothingness ! 
Fondly we weeji 

The beauty that's gone! 1265 ' 

TIiou 'mongfit the sons of earth, 
Lofty and mighty one. 
Build it once more! 

In thine own bosom the lost world restore! 
Now with unclouded sense 1270 , 

Enter a new career ; 
Songs shall salute thine ear, 
Ne'er heard before ! 

HBPHISTOFHELEB. 

* My little ones these spirits be. 
RarkI with shrewd intelligence. 
How they recommend to thee 
Action, and tJie joys of sense! 
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In the busy world to dwell, 

Pain they would allure thee hence : 

For within this lonely cell, 1280 

Stagnate sap of life and sense. 

Forbear to trifle longer with thy grief. 

Which, vulture-like, consumes thee in this den. 

The worst society is some relief, 

Making thee feel thyself as man with men. 1285 

Nathless it is not meant, I trow, 

To thrust thee 'mid the vulgar throng. 

I to the upper ranks do not belong ; 

Yet if, by me companioned, thou 

Thy steps through life forthwith wilt take, 1290 

Upon the spot myself Fll make 

Thy comrade ; — 

Should it suit thy need, 

I am thy servant, am thy slave indeed ! 

FAUST. 

And how must I thy services repay ? 1295 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Thereto thou lengthened respite hast ! 

FAUST. 

No! no! 
The devil is an egotist, I know : 
And, for Heaven^ sake, 'tis not his way 
Kindness to any one to show. 

Let the condition plainly be exprest ; 1300 

Such a domestic ia a dangerous guest. 

BTEPHISTOPIIELES. 

ril pledge myself to be thy servant Itere^ 

Still at thy back alert and prompt to be ; 

But when together yonder we appear, 

Then shalt thou do the same for me. 1305 

FAUST. 

But small concern T feel for yonder world; 
Hast thou this system into ruin hurled, 
Another may arise the void to fill. 
This earth the fountain whence my pVea&vxTe^ ^crw^ 
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This sun doth daily shine upon my woe, 1810 

And if this world I must forego, 

Let happen then, — what can and will. 

I to this theme will close mine ears, 

If men hereafter hate and love, 

And if there be in yonder spheres 1315 

A depth below or height above. 

MEPmSTOPHELES. 

In this mood thou mayst venture it. But make 
The compact, and at once I'll undertake 
To charm thee with mine arts. I'll give thee more 
Than mortal eye hath e'er beheld before. 1320 

FAUST. 

What, sorry devil, hast thou to bestow ? 

Was ever mortal spirit, in its high endeavor. 

Fathomed by Being such as thou ? 

Yet food thou hast which satisfieth never, 

Hast ruddy gold, that still doth flow 1325 

Like restless quicksilver away, 

A game thou hast, at which none win who play, ] 

A girl who would, with amorous eyen, j 

E'en from my breast, a neighbor snare, j 

Lofty ambition's jov divine, 1330 | 

That, meteor-like, dissolves in air. 

Show me the fruit that, ere 'tis plucked, doth rot. 

And trees, whose verdure daily buds anew. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. \ 

Such a commission scares me not, ! 

I can provide such treasures, it is true ; 1335 ! 

But, my good friend, a season will come round, ^ \ 
When on what's good _we may regale in peace. 

i 
FAUST. 

If e'er upon my couch, stretched at my ease^ I'm found, 

Then may my life that instant cease ; 

Me canst thou cheat with glozing wile 

That I be pleased with the repast, 1340 

Me with joy's lure canst thou beguile — 

Let that day be for me the last ! 

Be this our wager ! 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

j Be it ! 

FAUST. 

Sure and fast ! 
When to the moment I shall say, 1345 

** Linger awhile, so fair thou art ! " 
Then mayst thou fetter me'straightway. 
Then to the abyss will I depart ; 
Then may the solemn death-bell sound. 
Then from thy service thou art free, 1350 

The index then may cease its round. 
And time be never more for me ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I shall remember ; pause, ere 'tis too late. 

FAUST. 

Thereto a perfect right hast thou. 

My Strength I do not rashly overrate. 1355 

Slave am I here, at any rate, 

If thine, or whose, it matters not, I trow. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

At doctors' feast I will this day 

Attend, my duties to commence. — 

But one thing ! — ^Accidents may happen, hence 1360 

A line or two in writing grant, 1 pray. 

FAUST. i 

A writing, pedant ! dost demand from me ? j 

Man, and man's plighted word, are these unknown ^ 

to thee ? i: 

Is't not enough, that by the word I gave. 
My doom for evermore is cast ? 1365 \ 

Doth not the world in all its currents rave, \ 

And must a promise hold me fast ? { 

Yet fixed is this delusion in our heart ; 
Who, of his own free will, therefrom would part ? 
How blest within whose breast truth reigneth pure ! 
No sacrifice will he repent when made ! 1370 

A formal deed, with seal and signature, 
A spectre this from which all shrink afraid. 
The word its life renounces in the peii^ 
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TiCather and wax usurp tlie mastery tlien. 
Spirit of evil ! wiiat dost tliou require ? 
Brass, marble, parclitnent, paper, dost desire? 
Shall I with cliisel, pen, or graver write ? 
Thy choice ia free ; to nie 'tis all the same. 

UEFIIIBTOFHELE S . 

Wherefore thy passion so escite. 

And thus thine eloquence inflame? 

A scrap is for our compact good. 

Thou under-signest merely with a drop of blood. 



If this will satisfy thy mind. 

Thy whim I'll ghitify, howe'er ahsurd. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Blood is a juice of very special kind. 

PAUST, 

fi not afraid that I shall bi'eak my word ! 
llie scope of all my enerey 
Tb in exact accordance with my vow. 
Vainly I have aspired too high ; 
I'm on a level with but such as thoa; 
Me the great spirit scorned, defied ; 
Nature from me herself doth iiide ; 
Rent is the weh of thought ; my mind 
Doth knowledge loathe of every kind. 
In depths of sensual pleasure drowned. 
Let lis our fiery passions still ! 
Enwrapjied in magic's veil profound. 
Let wondrous charms our senses thrill I 
Plunge we in time's tempestuous flow, 
Stem we the rolling surge of chance ! 
There may alternate weal and woe, 
Success and failure, as they can, 
Wingle and shift in changeful dance! 
Excitement is the sphere for man. 

irernisTopriELES. 
Nor goal, nor measure is prosci-ihed to yoo. 
If you desire to taste of everything. 
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To snatch at joy while on the wing, 

May your career amuse and profit too ! 

Only fall to and don't be over coy ! 14l0 

FAUST. 

Hearken ! The end I aim at is not joy ; 
I crave excitement, agonizing bliss, 
Enamored hatred, quickening vexation. 
Purged from the love of knowledge, my vocation, 
The scope of all my powers henceforth be this, 1415 
To bare my breast to every pang, — to know 
In my heart's core all human weal and woe, 
To grasp in thought the lofty and the deep. 
Men's various fortunes on my breast to heap, 
And thus to theirs dilate my individual mind, 1420 
And share at length with them the shipwreck of man- 
kind. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Oh, credit me, who still as ages roll. 

Have chewed this bitter fare from year to year, 

No mortal, from the cradle to the bier. 

Digests the ancient leaven ! Know, this whole 1425 

Doth for the Deity alone subsist ! 

He in eternal brightness doth exist, 

TJs unto darkness he hath brought, and here 

Where day and night alternate, is your sphere. 

FAUST. 

But 'tis my will ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Well spoken, I admit ! 1430 

But one thing puzzles me, my friend ; 
Time's short, art long ; methinks 'twere fit 
That you to friendly counsel should attend. 
A poet choose as your ally ! 

Let him thought's wide dominion sweep, 1435 

Each good and noble quality. 
Upon your honored brow to heap ; 
The lion's magnanimity. 
The fleetness of the hind, 

The fiery blood of Italy, 1440 

The North's more steadfast mind I 
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Ijet him to yoa the mystery show 
To bleud hi^h ainis and ounning low 
And while youth's paaaious arc atlam 
To fall in love by rule and plan ! 
I fain would meet with auch a man ; 
Would him Sir MicrocoBmuB name. 



What then am I, if I aspire in vain 
The crown of our humanity to gain, 
Towards which my every sense doth straiji? 

MEPBISTOPHELES. 

Thou'rt aft«r all — just what thou art. 
Put on thy head a wig with countless locks, 
Raise to a cubit's height thy learoed socks, 
Stiil tliou remaincat ever, what thoa art. 



I feel it, I have heaped upon my brain 

The gathered treasure of man's thought in v; 
And when at length from studious toil I rest 
No power, new-born, springs up within my h 
A hair's breadth is not added to my height, 
I am no nearer to the inGoite. 

MEPH1STOFHELE8. 

Good sir, these things you view indeed, 

Just as by other men they're viewed ; 

We must more cleverly proceed, 

Before life's joys our grasp elude. 

The devil ! thou hast hand^ and feet, 

And head and back are also thine ; 

What I enjoy with relish sweet, 

la it on that account less mine? 

If for sis stallions I can pay, 

Do I not own their strength and speed i 

A proper man I dash away. 

As their two dozen legs were mine indeed. 

Up then, from idle pondering free, 

And fonh into the world with me 1 

I tell you what; — your speculative churl 

la like a beast which some ill spirit leads, 
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t 

: On barren wilderness, in ceaseless whirl, 
While all around lie fair and verdant meads. 



FAUST. 

But how shall we begin ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

We will go hence with speed, 
A place of torment this indeed ! 1480 

A precious life, thyself to bore. 
And some few youngsters evermore ! 
Leave it to neighbor Paunch ; — withdraw, 
Why wilt thou plague thyself with thrashing straw ? 
The very best that thou dost know 1485 \ 

Thou dar'st not to the striplings show. ] 

One in the passage now doth wait I 



FAUST. { 

I'm in no mood to see him now. j 

MEPHISTOPHELES. ' 

Poor lad 1 He must be tired, I trow ; 

He must not go disconsolate. 1490 

Hand me thy cap and gown ; the mask 

Will set me off in glorious state. 

{JTe changes his dress,) 
Now leave it to my wit ! I ask 
But quarter of an hour ; meanwhile equip. 
And make all ready for our pleasant trip ! 1495 

{Mcit Faust.) 

MEPHISTOPHELES (in Faust's long gown). 

Mortal 1 the loftiest attributes of men, 
Reason and Knowledge, only thus contemn, 
Still let the Prince of lies, without control. 
With shows and mocking charms delude thy soul, 
I I have thee unconditionally then! — 1500 

Faith hath endowed him with an ardent mind. 
Which unrestrained still presses on for ever, 
And whose precipitate endeavor 
Earth's joys o'erleaping, leaveth them behind. 
Him wiU I drag through life's wild waste, 15Q5 
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Through scenes of vapid dullness, where at lost 

Bewildered, he shall falter, and slick fast ; 

And, still to mock his greedy haste, 

Viands and drink shall float his craving lips beyond — ■ 

Vainly he'll seek refreshment, anguish-tos^ 1510 

And were he not the devil's by his bond, 

Yet roust his soul infallibly be lost ! 

A STUDENT eiUers.^ 

STUDENT. 

But recently Fve quitted home, 

Full of devotion am I come 

A man to know and hear, whose name 1516 

With reverence is known to fame. 

MEPHlSTOPHEtES. 

Your courtesy ranch flatters me 1 
A man like other men ko^ ^''■'^ ! 
Pray have you yet apjilied elsewhere ? 

STUDENT. 

I would entreat your friendly care! 1520 

I've youthful blood and courage high ; 

Of gold I bring a fair supply ; 

To let me go my mother was not fatu ; 

But here I longed true knowledge to attain, 

MEPHISTOPUELEB, 

You've hit upon the very place. 1525 

STUDENT. 

And yet my steps I would retracei 

These walls, this melani-holy room, 

O'erpower me with a sense of gloom ; 

The space is narrow, nothing green, 

No friendly tree is to be seen : 1630 

And in these halls, with benches lined, 

Sight, hearing fail, fails too my mind. 

MEPniSTOPIIELES. 

It all depends on habit. Thus at fii-st 

The infant takes not kindly to the breast, 

But before long, its eager thii'st 1535 
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Is fain to slake with hearty zest : 

Thus at the breasts of wisdom day by day , 

With keener relish you'll your thirst allay. 

STUDENT. 

Upon her neck I fain would hang with joy ; 

To. reach it, say, what means must I employ ? 1540 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Explain ere further time we lose, 
What special faculty you choose ? 

STUDENT. 

Profoundly learned I would grow. 

What heaven contains would comprehend, 

O'er earth's wide realm my gaze extend, 1545 

Kature and science I desire to know. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

You are upon the proper track, I find, 
Take heed, let nothing dissipate your mind. 

STUDENT. 

My heart and soul are in the chase ! t 

Though to be sure I fain would seize, 1550 

On pleasant summer holidays, 
A little liberty and careless ease. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Use well your time, so rapidly it flies ; 

Method will teach you time to win ; 

Hence, my young friend, I would advise, 1555 

With college logic to begin ! 

Then will your mind be so well braced, 

In Spanish boots so tightly laced. 

That on 'twill circumspectly creep, 

Thought's beaten track securely keep, 1560 

Nor will it ignis-fatuus like. 

Into the path of error strike. 

Then many a day they'll teach yon how 

The mind's spontaneous acts, till now 

As eating and as drinking free, 1565 

Require a process; — one! two I tliieel 
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^ 




In truth the subtle web of thought 


' 






Is iike the weaver's fabric wroug;ht: 
One treadle moves a thousand lines, 












K 


Swift dart the shuttles to anil fro. 


1570 




■ 


Unseen the threads together flow, 






H 


A thousand knots one stroke combines. 






r 


Then forward steps your sage to show, 








And jirove to you, it must be soj 
The first being so, and so the second. 








1675 




^i 


The third and fourth deduced we see; 








And if there were no first and second. 






^^H 


Nor third nor fourth would ever be. 






^^1 


This, scholars of alt countries priue,— 








Yet 'mong themselves no weavers rise. 


1530 




^^B 


He who would know and treat of aught alive. 






^^H 


Seeks first the living spirit thence to drive : 








Then are the lifeless fragment)? in his hand, 
There only fails, alas ! the spiritband. 






^^K 








This process, chemists name, in leai-ned thesis. 
Mocking theniaelves, Nalurm eiiclieiresia. 
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■ 






■ 


STUDENT. 






■ 


Tour words I cannot fnliy comprehend. 






■ 


MEnilSTOrilELES. 






■ 


In a short time you will improve, my friend, 








Wlicn of scholastic forms you learn the use; 






■ 


And how by method all tilings to reduce. 


1590 




■ 


8TUDEXT. 








Alt this my brain does so confound. 






r 


As if a mill-«'heel there were turning ronnd. 








MErmsTorHELES. 






I 


And next, before aught else you learn. 








Yon most with zeal to metaphysics turn ! 
There see that you profoundly comprehend, 






H 
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What doth the limit of man's brain transcend; 






^^f 


For that which is or is not in the head 








A sounding phase will serve you in good stead. 








But before all, strive this half year, 
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From one fixed order ne'er to swerve ! 1600 

Five lectures daily you must hear; 

The hour still punctually observe ! 

Yourself with studious zeal prepare, 

And closely in your manual look, 

Hereby may you be quite aware 1605 

That all he utters standeth in the book ; 

Yet write away without cessation. 

As at the Holy Ghost's dictation ! 

STUDENT. 

This, sir, a second time you need not say ! 

Your counsel I appreciate quite ; 1610 

What we possess in black and white, 

We can in peace and comfort bear away. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

A faculty, I pray you, name. 

STUDENT. 

For jurisprudence some distaste I own. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

To me this branch of science is well known, 1615 

And hence I cannot your repugnance blame. 

Customs and laws in every place. 

Like a disease, an heirloom dread. 

Still trail their curse from race to race, 

And furtively abroad thev spread. 1620 

To nonsense, reason's self they turn ; 

Beneficence becomes a pest ; 

Woe unto thee, that thou'rt a grandson bom ! 

As for the law born with us, unexpressed ; — 

Tljat law, alas, none careth to discern. 1625 

STUDENT. 

You deepen my dislike. The youth 
Whom you instruct, is blest in sooth. 
To try theology I feel inclined. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I would not lead you willingly astray. 

But as regards this science, you will find, 1630 

So hard it is to shun the erring way, 
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And eo much hitlclcn poison lies therein, 
Wliich scarce can you discern from medicine. 
Here too h is tho best to listen but to one. 
And by tike master's words to swear alone. 
To sum op all — To wra-ds bold fast I 
TJien the safe giite securely pHss'd, 
You'll reach the fane of certainty at last. 



But tbm Bcsnc meaning most the words convey. 

UEPmSTOPIlELES. 

Right! bnto^er-anslouB thought, youll £ndof noaraiT, 

For there precisely where ideas fail, 1041 

A word coines c^portundy into play. 

Most admirable weapons wonls are found. 

On words a system we securely ground. 

In words we cm conveniently believe, 

Hor of a uugle jot can we a word bereave. IG45 

BTTTHKNT. 

Your pardon for my importunity ; 

Yet once more must I trouble you : 

On medicine. III thank yoii to supply 

A pregnant ntterancc or two I 1650 

Three yeara t how brief the apjiointed tide t 

The field, heaven knows, is alt too wide ! 

If but a frkmdly hint be thrown, 

TIs easier then to feel caie's way. 

MEPIIISTOPBELES (osidc). 

I'm weary of the dry (>ed antic 'tone, 1655 

Ani muat again the genuine devil play. 

Of medicine the spirit's caught with ease. 
The grent ami little world you study through, 
That tbii^ may then their course pursue. 
As heaven may please. 1660 

In vain abroad you range through science' ample space. 
Each man learns only that whitji learn lie caa ; 
Wbo knows the moment to embrace. 
He is jronr proper man. 
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In person you are tolerably made, 1665 

Kor in assurance will you be deficient : 

Self-confidence acquire, be not afraid, 

Others will then esteem you a proficient. 

Learn chiefly with the sex to deal I 

Their thousand ahs and ohs, 1670 

These the sage doctor knows, 

He only from one point can heal. 

Assume a decent tone of courteous ease. 

You have them then to humor as you please. 

First a diploma must belief infuse, 1675 

That you in your profession take the lead : 

You then at once those easy freedoms use 

For which another many a year must plead ; 

Learn how to feel with nice address 

The dainty wrist ; — and how to press, 1680 

With ardent furtive glance, the slender waist, ^ 

To feel how tightly it is laced. 

STUDENT. 

There is some sense in that ! one sees the how and why. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Gray is, young friend, all theory : 

And green of life the golden tree. 1685 

STUDENT. 

I swear it seemeth like a dream to me. 

May I some future time repeat my visit, 

To hear on what your wisdom gi*ounds your views ? 

MifPHISTOPHELES. 

Command my humble service when you choose. 

STUDENT. 

Ere I retire, one boon I must solicit : 1690 

Here is my album, do not. Sir, deny 
This token of your favor ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 



Willingly ! 
(JEj lorites and returns the book,) 
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STDDENT (reads). 

Ehitis sictTT Dbus, scientes bonfm kt malum. 

(ITe Teverently closes the book and retires). 

MEPHIST0PHELE8. 

Let but this ancient proverb be your rule, 
My cousin follow still, the wily enak-e, 16l 

And with your likeness to the gods, ]ioor fool, 
Ere long be sure your poor sick heart will quake I 




WTiitlier away ? 



FAUBT (enters). 



MEPH18TOPHELE8. 

'Tis thine our course to atcer. 
The little world, and then the great we'll view. 
With what delight, wliat profit too. 
Tbou'lt revel through thy gay career I 



Despite ray length of beard I need^ 

The easy manners that insure success; 

Th' attempt I fear can ne'er succeed ; 

To mingle in the world I want address; 17 

I still have an embarrassed air, and then 

I feel myself so small with other men. 

MEPni R T OPH E LE B . 

Time, my good friend, will all that's needful give ; 
Be only self-possessed, and thou hast learnt to live. 

FAUST. 

But how are we to start, I pray ? 

Steeds, servants, carriage, where ai-e they ? 17 

MBPHISTOPHELKS. 

We've but to spread this mantle wide, 

'Twill serve whereon through air to ride. 

No heavy baggage need you take. 

When we our bold excursion make, 17 

A little gas, which I will soon prepare, 

Lifts us from earth ; aloft through air. 

Light laden, we shall swiftly steer; — 

I wish you joy of your new life-career. 
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i AuerhaMs Cellar in Leipzig. 

(a drinking party.) 

FROSCH. 

No drinking? Naught a laugh to raise ? 1720 

None of your gloomy looks, I pray I 
You, who so bright were wont to blaze, 
Are dull as wetted straw to-day. 

BRANDER. 

'Tis all your fault ; your part ye do not bear, 

No beastliness, no folly. 1725 

FROSCH 

{pours a glass of wine over his head). 

There, 
You have them both I 

BRANDER. 

You double beast I 

FROSCH. 

'Tis what you asked me for, at least t 

SIEBEL. 

Whoever quarrels, turn him out I 

With open throat drink, roar, and shout. > 

Hollo! Hollo! Ho! 1730 

ALTMAYER. 

Zounds, fellow, cease your deaf ning cheers ! 
Bring cotton wool ! He splits my ears. 

SIEBEL. 

'Tis when the roof rings back the tone. 

Then first the full power of the bass is known. 

FROSCH. 

Right ! out with him who takes offence ! 1735 

A tara lara la ! 

ALTMAYER. 

A tara lara la 1 



FROSCH. 

Oar throats are tuned. Come, let's commence. 
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(Sini/s.) 
The holy Roman empire now, 
How holda it still together ? 



=1 

1740 



1750 



BRANDEIC 

An ugly song 1 a song political 1 

A song offensive ! Thank God, every morn 

To rule the Roman empire, that you were not bom ! 

I bless my stars at least that mine is not 

Either a kaiser's or a chancellor's lot, 1745 

Yet 'mong ourselves should one still lord it o'er the rfjst ; 

That we elect a pope I now anggest. 

Ye know, what quality ensures 

A man's success, his rise secures. 

FEOSCH (sinffs). 
Bear, lady nightingale above, ^ 
Ten thouaand greetings to my love. 

StEBEL. 

No greetings to a sweetheart ! No love-songs shall 
there be I 

PROS en. 
Love-greetings and love-kisses I Thou shalt not Iiindcr 
mo I 

(Singia.) 
Undo the bolt ! in stilly night. 
Undo tlie bolt 1 thy love's awake ! 1755 

Shut to the bolt 1 with morning light — 

BIS BEL. 

Ar, sing away, sing on, her praises sound ; — the snake t 
]rfy turn to laugh will come some day. 
Me hath she jilted once, you the same trick she'll play- 
Some gnome her lover be ! where ci-oss-roads meet, 
With her to play the fool ; or old he-goat, 1760 

From Blocksbere coming in swift gallop, bleat 
A good night to her, from his hairy throat 1 
A proper lad of genuine fiesh and blood, 
Is for the damsel fai' too good ; 1765 

The greeting she shall have from me. 
To smash her window-panes will be 1 
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'I 

BBANDER (striking on the table). } 

Silence! Attend! to me give ear! ] 

Confess, sirs, I know how to live : \ 
Some lovGnsick folk are sitting here ! • 1770 
Hence, 'tis but fit, their hearts to cheer, 

That I a good-night strain to them should give. 5 

Hark ! of the newest fashion is my song 1 | 

Strike boldly in the chorus, clear and strong! j 

{JSe sings.) 

Once in a cellar lived a rat, 1775 

He feasted there on butter. 

Until his paunch became as fat 

As that of Doctor Luther. 

The cook laid poison for the guest. 

Then was his heart with pangs oppressed, 1780 

As if his frame love wasted.* 

CHORUS (shouting). 
As if his frame love' wasted. 



BBANDEB. 

He ran around, he ran abroad. 

Of every puddle drinking. 

The house with rage he scratched and gnawed. 

In vain, — he fast was sinking ; 1786 

Full many an anguished bound he gave, 

Nothing the hapless brute could save. 

As if his frame love wasted. 

CHOBUS. 

As if his frame love wasted. 1790 

BBANDEB. Ij 

Bv torture driven, in open day, ^ 

The kitchen he invaded. 

Convulsed upon the hearth he lay, 

With anguish sorely jaded ; 

The poisoner laughed, Ha ! ha ! quoth she, 1795 

His life is ebbing fast, I see. 

As if his frame love wasted. ' 



I 
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cnoRirs. 
As it his frame love wasted. 

8TEBEL. 

How the dull boors exulting shout! 
Poison for the poor rats to strew 
A fine exploit it is, no doubt. 



They, as it seems, stand well with 3'ou ! 

ALTMATER. 

Old bald-patc! with the paunch profound! 

The rat's mishap hath tamed his nature ; 

For he his counterpart hath found 180 

Depicted in the swollen creature. 

Faust and MEPHisTOPHELEa, 

MEPmSTOPIIELES. 

I now rauBt introdnce to you 

Before aught else, this jovial crew. 

To sliow )iow lightly life may glide away ; 

With the folk here each days a holiday. I8I1 

"With little wit and miicii content. 

Each on his own small round intent, 

Like sportive kitten with its tail ; 

While no sick-headache they bewail, 

And while their host will credit ^ve, I8I1 

Joyous and free from care they live. 

BKANDEE. 

They're off a journey, tliat is clear, — 

They look so strange ; they've scarce been here 

An hour. 

FKOSCH. . 

You're right! Leipzig's the place for me! 
'Tia qnhd a little Paris ; people there 1821 

Acquire a certain easy finished air. 

BIEBEI.. 

What take you now these travellers to be f 
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•PROSCH. 

Let me alone ! O'er a full glass you'll see, 

As easily I'll worm their secret out, 

As draw an infant's tooth. I've not a doubt 1825 

That my two gentlemen are nobly born, 

They look dissatisfied and full of scorn. 

BRANDER. 

They are but mountebanks, I'll lay a bet ! 

.ALTMAYER. 

Most like. 

FROSCH. 

Mark me, I'll screw it from them yet. 

MEPHISTOPHELES (tO FaUST). 

These fellows would not scent the devil out, 1830 

E'en though he had them by the very throat t 

FAUST. 

Good-morrow, gentlemen ! 

SIEBEL. 

Thanks for your fair salute. . 
{Aside, glancing at Mephistopheles.) 
How ! goes the fellow on a halting foot ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Is it permitted here with you to sit ? 

Then though good wine is not forthcoming here, 1835 

Good company at least our hearts will cheer. 

ALTMAYER. 

A dainty gentleman, no doubt of it. 

FROSCH. 

You're doubtless recently from Rippach ? Pray,^^ 
Did you with Master Hans there chance to sup ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

To-day we pass'd him, but we did not stop ! 1840 

When last we met him he had much to say 
Touching his cousins, and to each he sent 
Full many a greeting and kind compliment. 

( With an inclination towards Feosch.) 
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AITMAYKK (oside (oTeOBCH). 

You have it there ! 

Faitli ! he's a knowing one ! 

FBOSCn. 

Hare patience ! I will show him up anon I ] 

MBPHIBTOPHBLSB. 

Unless I err, as we drew near 
We heard acme practised voices pealing. 
A Bong muat admirably here 
Re-echo from this vaulted ceiling ! 

FEOSCn. 

That you're an amateur one plainly sees ! 1 



Oh no, though strong the love, I cannot boast much skill 

AJ.TUATKB. 



Give oa a eong I 



As many as you will. 



SIEBEL. 

But be it a brand new one, if yon p 



But recently returned from Sjiain are we, 
The pleasant land of wine and niinstrelsy. 
(Sings.) 

A king there was oni^ reigning. 

Who had a goodly flea — 

FROSCn. 

Harkl did you rightly catch the words? a flea! 
An odd sort of a guest he needs must be. 
MEPHisTOFHBi.EB (sings). 

A king there was once reigning, 

Who had a goodly flea, 

Him loved he without feigning, 

As his own son were he ! 
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His tailor then he summoned, 

The tailor to him goes : 1865 

Now measure me the youngster 

For jerkin and for hose ! 

BRANDER. 

Take proper heed, the tailor strictly charge, 
The nicest measurement to take, 
And as he loves his head, to make 1870 

The hose quite smooth and not too large I 

MEPHIST0PHELE8. 

In satin and in velvet. 

Behold the younker dressed ; 

Bedizened o'er with ribbons, 

A cross upon his breast. 1875 

Prime minister they made him. 

He wore a star of state ; 

And all his poor relations 

Were courtiers, rich and great. 

The gentlemen and ladies 1880 

At court were sore distressed ; 

The queen and all her maidens 

Were bitten by the pest. 

And yet they dared not scratch them. 

Or chase the fleas away. 1885 

If we are bit, we catch them. 

And crack without delay. j 

I 

CHORUS (shouting). 
If we are bit, etc. ! 

FROSCH. \ 

Bravo ! That's the song for me, ] 

SIEBEL. 

Such be the fate of every flea I 1890 

BRANDER. • 

With clever finger catch and kill. \ 

I 

ALTMAYER. 

Hurrah for wine and freedom still ! 



\ 
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MEPnIBTOPIIKLKS. 

Were but your wine a trifle better, friend, 
A glas8 to freedom I would gladly drain. 

SIEREL. 

You'd better not repeat those words again I 

MErniSTOPHELES. 

I am afraid the landlord to offend ; 

Else freely would I treat each wortliy guest 

From our own cellar to the very best- 



Out with it then ! 

FBOSCn. 

Give a good glass, and straight we'll praise you, one and 
all. 1900 

Only let not your saraplea be too small ; 
For if my judgment you desire, 
Gertes, an ampio mouthful I i-equire. 

AiTMAYEH (aside), 
I guess, they're from the Rhenish land. 



Fetch me a gimlet here ! 

BRANREB. 

Say, wliat therewith to bore ? 
You cannot have the nine-casks at the door ? 1905 

ALTMATER. 

Our landlord's tool-basket behind doth yonder stand. 

MEPHisTOPHELES (tokes the gimlet). 
{ToFroscu). 
Now only say ! what liquor will you "take ? 

FBOSCH. 

How mean you that ? have you of every sort ? 

MEPHIBTOPHELES. 

Eacb may his own selection make. 1910 

ALTMATER {to Fuoscn). 
Hal Ha! You lick your lips already at the thought. 
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FROSCH. 

Good, if I have my choice, the Rhenish I propose ; 
For still the fairest gifts the fatherland bestows. 

MEPHISTOPHELES 

(poring a hole in the edge of tlie table opposite to where 
Frosch is sitting). 

Get me a little wax — and make some stoppers — 
quick ! 

ALTMAYER. 

Why, this is nothing but a juggler's trick! 1915 

MEPHISTOPHELES (fO BrANDER). 

And you ? 

BRANDER. 

Champagne's the wine for me ; 
Right brisk, and sparkling let it be 1 

(MEPHISTOPHELES hores^ one of the party has in the 
meantime prepared the wax-stoppers and stopped 
the holes,) 

BRANDER. 

What foreign is one always can't decline, 

What's good is often scattered far apart. 

The French your genuine German hates with all his 

heart. 
Yet has a relish for their wine. 1921 

SIEBEL 

(as MEPHISTOPHELES approach^s him). 

I like not acid wine, I must allow, 
Give me a glass of genuine sweet ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES (hores). 

Tokay 
Shall, if you wish it, flow without delay. 

ALTMAYER. 

!' Come ! look me in the face ! no fooling now! 1925 
You are but making fun of us, I trow. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Ah ! ah ! that would indeed be making free 
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With snch distill p:uished gnoste. Cnme, no delay ; 
"What liquor can 1 aervo you with, I pray ? 

ALTMAYER. 

Only he quick, it malterB not to me. 

{AJter the holes are all bored and stopped) 1930 

MEPHisTOPHELES (with etrange gestures). 
Grapes the vine-stock bears, 
Horns the buck-goat wears ! 
Wine is sap, the vine is wood, 
The wooden board yields wine as good. 
With a deeper glance and true 1935 

The mysteries of nature view ! 
Have faith .ind here's a miracle 1 
Tour stoppers draw and drink your fill ! 



(»M they draw the stoppers and the wine chosen by each 

runs into his glass) . 
Oh, beauteous spring, which flowa so fair! 



Spill not a single drop, ot tbte beware 1 
( They drink repeatedli/.) 

ALL (sing). 



They're in tlieir glory, mark their elevation I 

FAUST. 

Let's hence, nor here our stay prolong. 



iTOPlIKLES. 

Attend, of brutialiiiess ere long 
You'll see a glorious revelation. 



(drinks carelessly; the uine is spilt upon the -ground, 
and turns to flame). 
Help! Sre ! help ! Hell is burning t 



It 
I 

S" 
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MEPHIST0PHELE8 



FROSCH. 

Such tricks a second time let him not show ! 

ALTMAYER. 

I Methinks 'twere well we packed him quietly away. 

SIEBEL. 

What, sir! with us your hocus-pocus play! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Silence, old wine-cask ! 

SIEBEL. 

How ! add insult, too ! 1955 
Vile broomstick ! 

BRANDER. 

Hold ! or blows shall rain on you ! 

ALTMAYER 

(draws a stopper out of the table ; fire springs 
out against him). 

I bum ! I burn ! 

SIEBEL. 

Tis sorcery, I vow ! 
Strike home ! The fellow is fair game, I trow ! 
( They draw their knives and attack Mepuistopheles). 

MEPHISTOPHELES {with soUmu gestutes). 

Visionary scenes appear ! 

Words delusive cheat the ear ! 1960 

Be ye there, and be ye here f 

(They stand amazed and gaze ou each othear^^ 



(addressing the flames). \ 

Stop, I 

Kind element, be still, I say ! ! 

( To the company,) \ 

Of purgatorial fire as yet 'tis but a drop. [ 

SIEBEL. 

What means the knave ! For this you'll dearly pay ! 
Us, it appears, you do not know. 1950 



f 
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ALTMATEK. 

Wliere am I ? What a beauteous land ! * 

FEOSCH. 

Vineyards ! unless my sight deeeivea ! 

SIEBEI.. 

And clustering grapes too, close at band 1 

BEAIiDER, 

And underneath the spreading leaves, 1965 

What stems there be ! What grapes I see 1 

(J/e seizes Siebel by the nose. The others recip- 
rocally do the same, and raise their knives). 
UEPHisTOPiiBLES {os obooe). 
Delusion, from their eyes the bandnge take ! 
Note how the devii loves a jest to break ! 

(fie disappears with FAtrST, (hejellows draw back 
from one another.) 

What was it ? 



How? 

FEOSCH. 

Was that your nose? 
EEAN-DER (ta Siebel). 
An d look, my hand doth thine enclose ! 1970 



I felt a shock, it went through every limb 1 
A chair I I'm fainting ! all things awim ! 

FROSCH. 

Say what has happened, what's it all about ? 

SIEIiEL. 

Where is the feliow? Cosild I scent him out, 
His body from his soul I'd soon divide ! 



With my own eyes, upon a cask astride, 
Forth tlirough tlie cellar-door I saw him ride 
Heavy aa lead my feet are gi'owing. 
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( Turning to the table,) 
Would that the wine again were flowing ! 

SIEBEL. 

'Twas all delusion, cheat and lie. 1980 

FROSCH. 

Twas wine I drank, most certainly. 

BBANDEB. 

What of the grapes, too, — where are they ? 

ALTMAYEB. 

Who now will miracles gainsay ? • 

Witches' Kitchen, ^i 

A large caMron hangs oDer the fire on a low hearth^ 
various figures appear in the vapor arising from 
it. A FEMALE Monkey sits beside the caldron to 
skim it, and watch that it does not boil over. The 
male Monkey with the young ones is seated 
near, warming himself. The walls and ceiling are 
adorned with the strangest articles of witchfurni- 
ture. 

Faust. Mephistopheles. 

FAUST. 

This senseless, juggling witchcraft I detest ! 

Dost promise that in this foul nest 1985 

Of madness, I shall be restored ? 

Must I seek counsel from ah ancient dame ? 

And can she, by these rites abhorred, 

Take thirty winters from my frame ? 

Woe's me, if thou naught better canst suggest 1 1990 

Hope has already fled my breast. 

Has neither nature nor a noble mind 

A balsam yet devised of any kind ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

My friend, you now speak sensibly. In truth, 
Nature a method giveth to renew thy youth : 1995 
But in another book the lesson's writ; — 
It forms a curious chapter, I admit. 
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I fain would know it. 

MEPn I S TOPHE LE 8. 

Good ! a remedy 
Without physician, gold, or sorcery: 
Away forthwith, and to the fields repair, 
Begin to delvp, to cultivate the gromid, 
Thy seusea and thyself confine 
Within the very narrowest round, 
Support thyself upon the siiupleat fare, 
Live like a very brute the brutes among, 
Neither esteem it robbery 
The acre thou doBt reap, thyself to dung 
This the best method, credit me, 
Agoiu at eighty to grow hale and young. 

I am not nsed to it, nor can myself degi'ade 
So far, aa in my hand to take the spade. 
For this mean life my spirit soars too high. 

MEPniSTOPHELES. 

Then must we to the witch apply 1 

FAUST. 

Will none but this o!d beldame do ? 
Canst not thyself the potion brew ? 

MEPniSTOPBELES. 

A pretty play onr leisure to bej^ile ! 
A thousand bridges I could build meanwhile. 
Not science only and consummate art. 
Patience must also bear her part. : 

A quiet spirit worketb whole years long ; 
Time only makes the subtle ferment strong ; 
And all things that belong thereto. 
Are wondrous and exceeding rare 1 
The devil tanght her, it is true ; 
But yet the draught the devil can't prepare. ; 

(I'erccivittg the beasts.) 
Look yonder, a dainty pair! 
Here is the maid ! the kna^'o is thei-e ! 
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( To the beasts,) 
It seems your dame is not at home ? 

THE MONKEYS. 

Gone to carouse, 

Out of the house, 2030 

Thro' the chimney and away ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

How long is it her wont to roam ? 

THE MONKEYS. 

While we can warm dur paws she'll stay. 

MEPHISTOPHELES {tO FaUST). 

What think you of the charming creatures f 

PAUST. 

I loathe alike their form and features ! 2035 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Nay, such discoijrse, be it confessed, 

Is just the thing that pleases me the best. 

{To the Monkeys.) 

Tell me, ye whelps, accursed crew 1 
What stir ye in the broth about ? 

MONKEYS. 

Coarse beggar's gruel here we stew. ^ 2040 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Of customers you'll have a rout. 

THE HE-MONKEY 

(approaching and fawning on Mbphistopheles). 

Quick I quick ! throw the dice, 

Make me rich in a trice, 

Oh, give me the prize I 

Alas, for myself I 204S 

Had I plenty of pelf, 

I then should be wise. 
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■ 


MEPniSTOPnELES. 


w 


How blest the ape would lliink himself, if he 




Could only put into the lottery 1 




(In (he meantime the young Monkeys have been play- 




ing with a large globe, tohich they roll forwards.) 


^^L 


THE HK-MONKEY. 


^^1 


The world behold ! 2050 


^^H 


TJnceaBiiip;]y rolled, 


^^H 


It riaeth and falleth ever ; 


^^^1 


It rinceth like glass ! 
How brittle, alas! 


^^^M 


^^^B 


'Tis hollow, and resteth never. 2055 


^^H 


How bright the sphere, 


^^^M 


Still brighter here I 


^^^^ 


Now livinsr am 1 1 




Dear son, beware! 


^^^B 


Nor venture there ! 2060 H 


^^^1 


Thou too must die I 


^^H 


It is of elay ; 




'Twill crumble away ; 


■ 


There fragments lie. 




SfEPHISTOPHELES. 


^^P 


Of what use is the sieve ? 2065 


■' 


THE HE-MONKEY {toMng it down). 




The sieve would show, ^3 


^^ 


If thou wert a thief or no ? 




{Se runs to the She-monkey, and makes her look 




through it.) 




Look through the sieve ! j 


1 


Dost know Lim, the tfiief, 


And dar'st thou not call him so ? 2070 


HEPHisTOPHELES {approaching thejlre). 




And then this pot ? J 




t™ „„™„. 1 




The half-witted sot! ' 




He knows not tbe iiotl 
He knows not the kettle ! 




_7 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Unmannerly beast I 2075 

Be civil at least ! 



THE HE-MONKEY. 

Take the whisk and sit down in the settle ! 

{He makes Mephistopheles sit dovm). 

FAUST. 

( Who aU this time has been standing before a looking^ 
glass^ now approaching^ and now retiring from it,) 

What do I see ? what form, whose charms transcend 

The loveliness of earth, is mirrored here I 

O Love, to waft me to her sphere, 2080 

To me the swiftest of thy pinions lend ! 

Alas ! If I remain not rooted to this place, 

If to approach more near I'm fondly lured, 

Her image fades, in veiling mist obscured ! — 

Model of beauty both in form and face ! 2085 

Is't possible ? Hath woman charms so rare ? 

Is this recumbent form, supremely fair. 

The very essence of all heavenly grace ? 

Can aught so exquisite on earth be found ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The six days' labor of a god, my friend, 2090 

Who doth himself cry bravo, at the end, ^ 

By something clever doubtless should be crowned. 

For this time gaze your till, and when you please 

Just such a prize for you I can provide ; 

How blest is he to whom kind fate decrees, • 2095 

To take her to his home, a lovely bride ! 

(Faust continues to gaze into the mirror. Mephisto- 
pheles, stretchiiig himself on the settle and playing 
with the whisky continues to speak.) 

Here sit I, like a king upon his throne ; 
My sceptre this ; — the crown I want alone. 
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THE MOtfKEYS 

(who have hitherto been nioldng all sorts 

tires, br-ing ilEPHisTOPeuLES a crown, v 
cries). 

Oh, be so good. 
With sweat and with blood 
The crown to lime 1 
{They handle the crown awkteardly andbreaJc 
pieces, with which they skip about.) 
'Twas fate's decree 1 
We speak and see ! 
We hear and rhyme. 
FAUST {before the mirror). 
Woe's me 1 well-nigh diatranglit I feel. 



=1 

of strange ff est- \ 



2100 
it in two 



And even my o 



1IEPIII8T0PHELB3 

(pointing to the b 
n head almoHt begins to reel, 



THE MONKEYS. 

If good luck attend, 

If fitly things blend. 

Our jargon with thought 

And with reason is fraught I 2110 

FAUST (as above). 
A flame is kindled in my breast ! 
Let ua begone ! nor linger here ! 

WEPHISTOPUET.ES 

(in the same position). 
It now at least must be confessed, 
That poets sometimes are sincere, 

( The caldron which tfie She-monkey has neglected, 
'begins to boil over; a great flame arises, which 
streams up t/te chimney. The Witph comes 
down the chimney with horrible cries.) 

THE WITCH, 

Ough ! ough! ongh ! ough ! 2115 

Accursed brute I aecuraed sow 1 
Thou doBt neglect the pot, for shame ! 
Accursed brut« to scorch the dame ! 
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(Perceiving Faust and Mephistophelks.) 

Whom have we here ? 

Who's sneaking here ? 2120 

Whence are ye come? 

With what desire ? 

The plague of fire 

Your bones consume! 

{She dips the skimmmg^adle into the caldron and 
throws flames at Faust, Mephistopheles, and 
th>e Monkeys. 2'he Monkeys whimper.) 

mephistopheles 

(twirling the whisk which he holds in his hand^ and 
striking among the glasses and pots.) 

Dash! Smash! 2125 

There lies the glass ! 

There lies the slime ! 

*Tis but a jest; 

I but keep time, 

Thou hellish pest, 2130 

To thine own chime ! 

( While the Witch st^s back in rage and asion- 
ishment.) 

Dost know me ! Skeleton ! . Vile scarecrow, thou ! 

Thy lord and master dost thou know? 

What holds me, that I deal not now 

Thee and thine apes a stunning blow? 2135 

No more respect to my red vest dost pay ? 

Does my cock's feather no allegiance claim ? 

Have I my visage masked to-day ? 

Must I be forced myself to name ? 

THE WITCH. 

Master, forgive this rude salute ! " 2140 

But I perceive no cloven foot. 

And your two ravens, where are they ? 

mephistopheles. 

This once I must admit your plea ; — 

For truly I must own that we 

Each other have not seen for many a day. 2145 

^he culture, too, that shapes the ^otVSLi ^^3^\l 
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Hath e'en the devil in its sphere embraced ; 

The northern phantom from the scene hath pass'd, 

Tail, talons, hofns, are nowhere to be traced I 

As for the foot, with which I can't dispense, 2150 

'Twould injure me in company, and hence. 

Like many a youthful cavalier, 

False calves I now have worn for many a year. 

THE WITCH (dandng). 
I am beside myaelf with joy. 
To see once more the gallant Satan here I 2155 

MEFHIBTOFUELES. 

Woman, no more that name employ ! 

THE WITCH. 

Bnt why? what mischief hath it done? 

ME PHIBTOPHE LE S. 

To fable it too long hath appertained ; 

But people from the change have nothing won. 

Rid of the evil one, the evil has remained.^* 2160 

Lord Baron call thou me, so is the matter good; 

Of other cavahers the mien I wear. 

Dost make no question of my gentle blood ; 

See here, this is the scutcheon that I bear 1 

{^Ile makes an unseemly gesture.)'^ 



Hal Ha! Just like myself! You are, I ween, 2165 
The same mad wag that you have ever been ! 

MEPniBTOPHELEB (to Fahbt). 
My friend, learn this to understand, I prayl 
To deal with witches tliis is still the way, 

THE WITCH. 

Now tell me, gentlemen, what you desire? 

MEPBISTOPHELES. 

Of your known juice a goblet we require. 2170 

But for the very oldest let me aak ; 
Doable its strength with years doth grow. 
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THE WITCH. 

Most willingly ! And here I have a flask, 

From which I've sipped myself ere now ; 

What's more, it doth no longer stink ; 2175 

To you a glass I joyfully will give. 

(Aside.) 

If unprepared, however, this man drink, 
He hath not, as you know, an hour to live. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

He's my good friend, with whom 'twill prosper well ; 
I grudge him not the choicest of thy store. 2180 

Now draw thy circle, speak thy spell, 
And straight a bumper for him pbnr I 

(The Witch, icith extraordinary gestures^ de^ 
scribes a circle, and places strange things 
within it. The glasses meanwhile begin to 
ring, the caldron to sound, and to make 
music. Lastly, she brings a great book; 
places the Monkeys in the circle to serve 
her as a desk, and to hold the torches. She 
beckons Faust to approach.) 

FAUST (to MePHIBTOPHELES). 

Tell me, to what doth all this tend ? 

Where will these frantic gestures end ? 

This loathsome cheat, this senseless stuff 2185 

I've known and hated long enough. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Mere mummery, a laugh to raise ! 
Pray don't be so fastidious ! She 
But as a leech, her hocus-pocus plays, 
That well with you her potion may agree. 2190 

(He compels Faust to enter the circle.) 

(The Witch, with great emphasis^ begins to 
declaim from the book.) 

This must thou ken : 
Of one make ten, 
Pass two, and theu 
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Make square the three. 

So rich thou'It be. 

Drop out the four I 

From five and six, 

TJius says the witch. 

Make seven and eight. 

So all 18 straight ! ; 

And nice is one, 

And ten is none, 

This is the witch's one-time-one ! ^ 



FAUST. 

The hag doth as in fever rave. 

MErHIS TOPHE LES, 

To these will follow many a stave. 2205 

I know it well, so rings the book throughout ; 

Much time I've lost in puzzling o'er its pages, 

For downright parados, no doubt, 

A mystery remains alike to fools and sages. 

Ancient the art and modem too, my friend, 2210 

'Tia still the fashion as it used to be. 

Error instead of truth abroad to send 

By means of three and one, and one and three. 

'Tis ever taught and babbled in the schools. 

Who'd take the trouble to dispute with fools ? 2215 

Wlien words men hear, in sooth, they usually believe 

That there must needs therein be something to ci 

THE WITCH (conlinues). 
The lofty power 
Of wisdom's dower, 
From all the world conceal'dl 
Who thinketh not, 
To him I wot, 
Unsought it is revealed. 



FAUST. 

What nonsense doth the hag ]>roponnd? 
My brain it doth well-nigh confound. 
A hundred thousand fools or more, 
JUethinka I hear in chorus roar. 



2225 J 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Incomparable Sibyl, cease, I pray ! 

Hand us thy liquor without more delay. 

And to the very brim the goblet crown ! 2230 

My friend he is, and need not be afraid ; 

Besides, he is a man of many a grade, 

Who oft hath drunk good draughts. 

( The Witch, with many ceremonies, pours the liquor 
into a cup; as Faust li/ts it to his mouthy a 
light flame arises,) 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Gulp it down I . 
No hesitation ! It will prove 
A cordial and your heart inspire ! 2235 

What? with the devil hand and glove, 
And yet shrink back afraid of fire ? 

{The Witch dissolves the circle. Faust steps out). 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Now forth at once ! thou must not rest. 

WITCH. 

And much, sir, may the liquor profit you I 

MEPHISTOPHELES (tO the WiTCH). 

And if to pleasure thee I aught can do, 2240 

Pray on Walpurgis mention thy request. 

WITCH. 

Here is a song, sung o'er sometimes, you'll see, 
That 'twill a singular effect produce. 

MEPHISTOPHELES {tO FaUST). 

Come, quick, and let thyself be led by me ; 

Thou must perspire, in order that the juice 2245 

Thy frame may penetrate through every part. 

Thy noble idleness I'll teach thee then to prize, 

And soon with ecstasy thou'lt recognize 

How Cupid stirs and gambols in thy heart. 

FAUST. 

Let me but gaze one moment in the glaaa I ^^DM^ 

Too \oye\y was that female ioxml 




TILE TKAGEDY OF FAUST. 



MEPUISTOPHELES. 

Nay I Nay! 
A model which all women shall Burpasa, 
In flesh and blood ere long thou shall survey. 

(Aside.) 
Aa works the draught, thou presently shalt greet 
A Heien in each woman thou dost meet. 2255 



A Street. 
Paust (Margaret passin// by). 

FAOST. 

Fair lady, may I thus make free 
To offer you my arm and company? 

MARGARET. 

I am no lady, am not fair, 

Can without escort home repair. 

{She disengages herself and exit.) 

FAirST, 

By heaven 1 This girl is fair indeed ! 2260 

No form like hers can I recall. 

Virtue she hath, and modest heed, 

Is piquant too, and sharp withal. 

Her cheek's soft light, her rosy lips. 

No length of time will e'er eclipse ! 2265 

Her downward glance in passing by, 

Deep in my heart is stamped for aye; 

How curt and sharp her answer too. 

My ravished heart to rapture grew t 

(Mephistopheles enters). 

FAUST. 

This girl must win for me. Dosthear? 2270 



FAUST. 

She who but now passed. 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

What! She? 
She from confession cometh here, 
From every sin absolved and free ; 
I crept near the confessor's chair. 
All innocence her virgin soul, 2275 

For next to nothing went she there ; 
O'er such as she I've no control ! 

FAUST. 

She's past fourteen. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

You really talk 
Like any gay Lothario, 

Who every floweret from its stalk 2280 

Would pluck, and deems nor grace, nor truth, 
Secure against his arts, forsooth I 
This ne'er the less won't always do. 

FAUST. 

Sir Moralizer, prithee, pause ; 

Kor plague me with your tiresome laws ! 2285 

To cut the matter short, my friend, 

She must this very night be mine, — 

And if to help me you decline, 

Midnight shall see our compact end. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

What's possible just bear in mind ! 2290 

A fortnight's space, at least, I need, 
A fit occasion but to find. 

FAUST. 

With but seven hours I could succeed, 

Kor should I want the devil's wile. 

So young a creature to beguile. 2295 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Like any Frenchman now you speak, 

But do not fret, I pray ; why seek 

To hurry to enjoyment straight? 

The pleasure is not half so great, V 



7- 



110 



THE TRiGEDT OF FADST. 



As when at first, around, above, 
With all the fooleries of love. 
The puppet you can knead and mould 
As in Italian story oft is told. 

Ko such iacentivea do I need. 

MEPniST0PHET,E3, 

But now, without offence or jest! 
You cannot quickly, I protest, 
In winning this aweet child succeed. 
By Btorm we cannot take the fort, 
To stratagem we must resort. 

FAUST. 

Conduct me to her place of rest ! 
Some token of tlie angel bring ! 
A kerchief from her snowy breast, 
A garter bring rae, — any thing! 

MEPIIIST0PHELE3. 

That I ray anxious zeal may prove, 
Your pangs to soothe, and aid your love, 
A single moment will we not delay. 
Will lead you to her room this very day, 



MErBIBTOPllELES. 

No! 
She to a neighbor's house will go ; 
But in her atmosphere alone, 2320 

The tedious honra meanwhile you may employ. 



In blissful dreams of future 



joy- 



Can we go now ? 



'Tis yet too soon. 

FAUST. 

Some present for my love procure I 
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MEPHISTOPHELE S . 

Presents so soon ! 'tis well ! success is sure ! 2325 

I know full many a secret store 

Of treasure, buried long before, 

r must a little look them o'er. (JEJxit,) 

JEvening. A small and neat JRoom. 

MARGARET 

(hraidmg and binding up her hair). 
I would give something now to know 
Who yonder gentleman could be ! 2330 

He had a gallant air, I trow, ^ 

And doubtless was of high degree : 
That written on his brow was seen — 
Kor else would he so bold have been. (Mdt) 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Come in ! tread softly ! be discreet I 2335 

FAUST (after a pause). 
Begone, and leave me, I entreat ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES (looking round). 
Not every maiden is so neat. (£Jxit,) 

FAUST (gazi7ig round). 

Welcome, sweet twilight gloom which reigns 

Through this dim place of hallowed rest ! 

Fond yearning love, inspire my breast, 2340 

Feeding on hope's sweet dew thy blissful pains I 

What stillness here environs me I 

Content and order brood around. 

What fulness in this poverty ! 

In this small cell what bliss profound ! 2345 

(£re throtos himself on the leather arm-chair beside 
the bed.) 

Receive me, thou, who hast in thine embrace, 

Welcomed in joy and grief the ages flown ! 

How oft the children of a by-gone race 

Have clustered round this patriarchal throne ! 

Haply she, also, whom I hold so dear, 2350 
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For Christmas gift, ■with grateful joy possesseil, 
Hath with the full, round cheek of childhood, here, 
Her grandsire's withered hand devoutly pressed. 
Maiden ! I feel thy spirit haunt the place, 
Breathing of order and abounding grace. 23£ 

As with a mother's voice it prompteth thee 
The pure white cover o'er the board to spread, 
To strew the crisping aand beneath thy tread. 
Dear hand ! so godlike in its ministry! 
The hut becomes a paradise through thee ! 



Andb 



(Ife raise* the bed-curtaui.) 



How thrills my pulse with strange delight 1 

Here could I linger horn's untold; 

Thou, Nature, didet in vision bright, 

The embryo angel here unfold. 2365 

Here lay the child, her bosom warm 

With life; while steeped in slumber's dew. 

To perfect grace, her godlike form. 

With pure and hallowed weaviogs grew ! 

And thou ! ah, here what seekest thou ? 2370 

How quails mine inmost being now ! 
What wouldat thou here? what makes tbyheart sosore? 
Unhappy Faust! I know thee now no more. 

Do I a magic atmosphere inhale ? 

Erewhile, my passion would not brook delay! 2375 

Now in a pure love-dream I melt away. 

Are we the sport of every passing gale ? 

Should she return and enter now. 

How wouldst tliou rue thy guilty flame ! 

Great blockhead ! thou wouldst hide thy brow, 2380 

And at her feet sink down with shame. 



Quick ! quick ! below I sec her there. 



Away ! I will return b 
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MEPHISTOPHELE S. 

Here is a casket, with a store 

Of jewels, wliich I got elsewhere. 2385 

Just lay it in the press ; make haste! 

I swear to you, 'twill turn her brain ; 

Therein some trifles I have placed, 

Wherewith another to obtain. 

But child is child, and play is play. 2390 

FAUST. 

I know not — shall I ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Do you ask ? 
Perchance you would retain the treasure ? 
If such your wish, why then, I say, 
Henceforth absolve me from my task, 
Kor longer waste your hours of leisure. • 2395 

I trust you're not by avarice led ! 
I rub my hands, I scratch my head, — 

(Se places the casket in the press and closes the lock.) 

Now quick ! Away ! 

That soon the sweet young creature may 

The wish and purpose of your heart obey ; 2400 

Yet stand you there 

As would you to the lecture-room repair, 

As if before you stood, 

Arrayed in flesh and blood. 

Physics and metaphysics weird and gray ! — 2405 

Away! 

MARGAEET (loith a lamp). 

It is so close, so sultry now, 

{She opens the toindow). 
Yet out of doors 'tis not so warm. 
I feel so strange, I know not how — 
I wish my mother would come home. 
Through me there runs a shuddering — 2410 

I'm but a foolish timid thing ! 

( While undressing herself she hegin6 to sing.) 
There was a king in Thule,^^ 
True even to the grave ; 
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To whom hia dying mistresB 

A golden beaker gave. 2415 

At every feast lie drained it, 
Naught ivas to him bo dear, 
And often as he drained it, 
Gnshed from his eyes the tear. 

When death lie felt approaching, 2420 

HIb cities o'er he told ; 
And grudged hia heir no treasure 
Except his cup of gold. 

Girt round with knightly vaasalB 

At a royal feast aat he, 2425 

In yon proud hall ancestral 

In his castle o'er the sea. 

tJp stood the jovial monarch, 
And-quaffedhis last life's glow, 
Then hurled the hallowed goblet 2430 

Into the flood below. 

He saw it splashing, drinking, 
And plunging in the sea ; 
His eyes meanwhile were sinking. 
And never again drank he. 2435 

(iShe opens the press to put away her dothee, 
and perceives the casket.') 

How comes this lovely casket here ? The press 

I locked, of that I'm confident, 

*Tis very wonderful ! What's in it I can't guess ; 

Perhaps 'twas hroiiglit by some one in distress, 

And left in pledge for loan my mother lent. 2440 

Here by a ribbon hangs a little key 1 

I have a mind to open it and see ! 

Heavens ! only look ! what have wc here 1 

In all my days ne'er saw I such a sight ! 

Jewels I which any noble dame might wear, 2445 

For some high pageant richly dight ! 

How would the necklace look on me! 

These splendid gems, whose may they be? 

{Sheputs them on and stqis before the glass.) 
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Were but the earrings only mine ! 

Thus one has quite another air. 2450 

What boots it to be young and fair ? 

It doubtless may be very fine ; 

But then, alas, none cares for you, 

And praise sounds half like pity too. 

Gold all doth lure, 2455 

Gold doth secure 

All things. Alas, we poor I 

Promenade, 

(Pafst walking thoughtfully up and down. To 
him Mephistopheles.) 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

By love despised. By hell's fierce fires I curse. 
Would I knew aught to make my imprecation worse ! 

FAUST. 

What aileth thee ? what chafes thee now so sore ? 2460 
A face like that I never saw before ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I'd yield me to the devil instantly, 
Did it not happen that myself am he I 

FAUST. 

There must be some disorder in thy wit ! 

To rave thus like a madman, is it fit ? 2465 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Just think ! The gems for Gretchen brought, 

Them has a priest now made his own ! — 

A glimpse of them the mother caught, 2470 

And 'gan with secret fear to groan. 

The woman's scent is keen enough ; 

Doth ever in the prayer-book snuff ; 

Smells every article to ascertain 

Whether the thing is holy or profane, 

And scented in the jewels rare, 

That there was not much blessing there. 2476 
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"My child," she cricB, "ill-gotten good 

Enanares the soul, consumes the blood ; 

With them we'll deck our Lady's shrine. 

She'll cheer our souls with bread divine 1 " 

At this poor Gretchen 'gao to pout; 

*Tis a gift-horse, at least, she thought, 

And sure he godless cannot be, 

Who brought them here so cleverly. 

Straight for a priest the mother sent, 

Who when he understood the jest, 

With what he saw was wcl! content. 

" This shows a pious naind ! " Quoth he : 

" Self-conquest is true victory. 

The church hath a good stomach, she, with Kcst, 

Hath lands and kingdoms swallowed down, 

And never yet a surfeit known. 

The Church alone, be it confessed, 

Daughters, can ill-got wealth digest." 

FAUST. 

It is a general custom, too. 
Practised alike by ting and Jew. 

MEPmSTOPIlELES. 

With that, clasp, cham, and ring, he swept 

As they were mushroonia ; and the casket. 

Without one word of thanks, be kept, 

As if of nuts it were a basket. 

Promised reward in heaven, then forth lie hied, 

And greatly they were edified. 

PAttST. 

And Oretchen? 

MEPniSTOPHELEB, 

In unquiet mood 
Knows neither what she would or should ; 
The trinkets night and day thinks o'er. 
On him who brought them, dwells still more. 



The darling's sorrow grieves mc, bring 

Another set without dolay ! 

The first, methiaks, was no great thing. 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

All's to my gentleman child's play ! 

FAUST. 

Plan all things to achieve my end ! 2510 

Engage the attention of her friend ! 
No milk-and-water devil be, 
And bring fresh jewels instantly! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Ay, sir I most gladly I'll obey. 

(Faust exit.) 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Your doting love-sick fool, with ease, 
Merely his lady-love to please, 2515 

Sun, moon, and stars in sport would puff away. 

(Mdt.) 

The Neighbor's House. 

MABTHA {alone). 

God pardon my dear husband, he 

Doth not in truth act well by me I 

Forth in the world abroad to roam, 2520 

And leave me on the straw at home. 

And yet his will I ne'er did thwart, 

God knows, I loved him from my heart* 

{She we^s.) 
Perchance he's dead ! — oh wretched state I — 
Had I but a certificate ! 2525 

(Margaret comes). 

MARGARET. 

Dame Martha I 

MARTHA. 

Gretchen ? 

MARGARET. 

Only think I 
My knees beneath me well nigh sink 1 
Within my press I've found to-day. 
Another case, of ebony. 

And things — magnificent they are, 2530 

More costly than the first, by far. 
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Tou mnst not name it to your mother I 
It would to Bhrifi, just like the other. 

MARGARET. 

Nay, look at them ! now only see! 
MABTHA (dresses her up). 
Thou happy creature ! 

MARGABET. 

Woe is me ! 253 

Them in the street I cannot wear, 
Or in the church, or any where. 

UARTILA. 

Comfi often over here to me, 
The gems put on quite privately ; 
And then before the mirror walk an hour or so. 
Thus we shall have our pleasure too. 2540 | 

Then suitable oceasious we must seize, 
Aa at a feast, to show them by degrees : 
A chain at first, theu ear-drops, — and your mother 
Won't see them, or we'll coin some tale or other. 
2545 

MAKGABET. 

But, who, I wonder, could tlie caskets bring? 
I fear there's something wrong about the thing 1 

(A knock.) 
Good heavens ! can that my mother be? 

MARTHA {peering through the ilind). 
'Tia a strange gentleman, I see. 
Come in ! 

(Mepdistophelks enters'). 

MEPHISTOPHKLES. 

Pve ventured to intrude to-day. 2550 

Ladies, excuse the liberty, I pray. 

[He steps back respectjijlly fe/bre Maicoabet.) 
After Dame Martha Schwerdtlem I inquire I 

MARTHA. 

'Tis I. Pray what have you to say to me? 
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MEPHisTOPHELEs (oside to Jiev). 

I know you now, - — and therefore will retire ; 
At present you've distinguished company. 2555 

Pardon the freedom, madam, with your leave, 
' I will make free to call again at eve. 

MARTHA (aloud). 

Why, child, of all strange notions, he 
For some grand lady taketh thee ! 

MAEGAEET. 

I am, in truth, of humble blood — 2560 

The gentleman is far too good — 
Nor gems nor trinkets are my own. 

MEPHISTOPHELES, 

Oh, 'tis not the mere ornaments alone ; 
Her glance and mien far more betray ; 
Rejoiced I am that I may stay. 2565 

MARTHA. 

Your business, Sir ? I long to know — 



.' MEPHISTOPHELES. 

i Would I could happier tidings show ! 

' I trust mine errand you'll not let me rue ; 

Your husband's dead, and greeteth you* 

I MARTHA. 

Is dead? True heart! Oh, misery! 2570 

My husband dead ! Oh, I shall die 1 

MARGARET. 

Alas ! good Martha ! don't despair ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Now listen to the sad affair ! 

MARGARET. 

I for this cause should fear to love. 

The loss my certain death would prove. 2575 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Joy still must sorrow, sorrow joy attend, V 
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MARTHA. 

Proceed, and tell the story of his end ! 

MEPHlSTOrHELES. 

At Padua, in St. Anthony's, 
In holy ground his body liea ; 
Quiet and cool his place of rest, 
With pious ceremonials blest. 



And had you nought besides to bring? 

MKPraSTOPlIELES. 

Oh, yes! one grave and solemn prayer; 

Let them for him three hundred masses sing ! 

But in my pockets I have nothing there. 2585 

MABTRA, 

No trinket 1 no love-token did he send ! 

What every journeyman safe in his pouch will hoard 

There for remembrance fondly stored, 

And rather hungers, rather begs than spend ! 

MICPHISTOPHELKS. 

Madam, in truth, it grieves me sore, 2590 

But be his gold not lavishly bath spent. 

His failings too he deeply did repent, 

Ay t and his evil plight bewailed still more. 

MABGAKBT, 

Alas ! that men should thus be doomed to woe ! 

I for his soul will many a requiem pray. 2595 

MEPn ISTO PH E LE S. 

A husband you deserve tliis very day ; 
A child BO worthy to bo loved. 

UAItGARET. 

Ah no, 
That time hatb not yet come for me. 

MEPnlSTOPHELES. 

If not a spouse, a gallant let it be. 

Among heaven's choicest gifts, I place, 2600 

So sweet a darling to embrace. 
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MABGABET. 

Our land doth no such usage know. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Usage or not, it happens so. 

MAETHA. 

Go on, I pray I 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I stood by his bedside. 
Something less foul it was than dung; 2605 

'Twas straw half rotten ; yet he as a Christian died. 
And sorely hath remorse his conscience wrung. 
"Wretch that I was," quoth he, with parting breath, 
" So to forsake my business and my wife I 
Ah ! the remembrance is my death. 2610 

Could I but have her pardon in this life I " — 

MAETHA {weeping). 
Dear soul I I've long forgiven him, indeed I 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

" Though she, God knows, was more to blame than I." 

MARTHA. 

What, on the brink of death assert a lie I 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

If I am skilled the countenance to read, 2615 

He doubtless fabled as he parted hence. — 

" No time had I to gape or take my ease," he said, 

" First to get children, and then get them bread ; 

And bread, too, in the very widest sense ; 

Nor could I eat in peace even my proper share." 2620 

MABTHA. 

What, all my truth, ray love forgotten quite ? 
My weary drudgery by day and night I 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Not so ! He thought of you with tender care. 
Quoth he : " Heaven knows how fervently I prayed, 
For wife and childron when from Malta bound ; 2625 
The prayer hath heaven with favor crowned \ 




«I2 THE TBAQEDT OF FAUST. ^^^| 

''e took a Turtish vessel which conveyed ^^^| 

ich Btore of treasure for the Sultan's court ; ^\ 

Its own reward our gallant action brought ; 
The captured prize was shared among the crew, 2630 
And of tlie treasure I received niv due." 



How? Where? The treasure hath he buried, pray? 

MEPBISTOPHELES. 

Where the four winda have blown it, who can say? 

In Naples aa he strolled, a stranger tliere, — 

A comely maid took pity on my fi-iund ; 2C36 

And gave such tokens of her love and care, 

That he retained tbcm to hie blessed end. 

MABXnA. 

Scoundrel ! to rob his children of their bread I 

And all this misery, this bitter need, 

Could not his course of recklessness impede I 2640 

ME PHISTOPHELES. 

Well, he hath paid the forfeit, and ia dead. 
Now were 1 in your place, my couusel hear ; 
My weeds I'd wear for one chaste year. 
And for another lover meanwhile would look out. 



_Alas, I might search far and near, 2645 

t quickly should I find another like my first! 
e could not be a fonder fool than mine, 
he loved too well abroad to roam ; 
lOved foreign women too, and foreign wine, 
And loved besides the dice accursed. 2650 




MEPBISTOPHELES. 

Ul had gone swimmingly, no doubt, 
* i he but given you at home, 
his side, just aa wide a. range. 
Kin auch terms, to you I swear, 

f with you would gladly rings exchange I 2655 

MARTUA. 

The gentleman ia surely pleased to jest ! 
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MEPHISTOPHELES (CLSide). 

Kow to be off in time, were best ! 
She'd make the very devil marry her. 

{To Margaret). 
How fares it with your heart ? 

MARGARET. 

How mean you, sir ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES (aside). 
The sweet young innocent ! 

(Aloud.) 

Ladies, farewell ! 2660 

MARGARET. 

Farewell 1 

MARTHA. 

But ere you leave us, quickly tell I 
I from a witness fain had heard. 
Where, how, and when my husband died and was in- 
terred. 
To forms I've always been attached indeed, 
His death I fain would in the journals read. 2665 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Ay, madam, what two witnesses declare 
Is held as valid everywhere ; 
A gallant friend I have, not far from here, 
Who will for you before the judge appear, 
I'll bring him straight. 

MARTHA. 

I pray you do 1 2670 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And this young lady, we shall find her too? 
A noble youth, far travelled, he, 
Shows to the sex all courtesy. 

MARGARET. 

I in his presence needs must blush for shame. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Not in the presence of a crowned king! 2675 ■ 
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MARTHA. 



The garden, then, behind my house, we'll name, 
There we'll await you both this evening. 



A Street. 
Faxjst. Mephistopheles. 

FAUST. 

How is it now ? How speeds it ? Is't in train ? 



FAUST. 

If that's yoor plan it will not do. 



MEPHISTOPHELES. ; 

I 

Bravo ! I find you all aflame ! i 

Gretchen full soon your own you'll name. 2680 ] 

This eve, at neighbor Martha's, her you'll meet again ; ; 

The woman seems expressly made } 

To drive the pimp and gipsy's trade. *j 

FAUST. i 

Good! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. \ 

But from us she something would request. ! 

FAUST. ; 

A favor claims return as this world goes. 2685 

MEPHISTOPHELES. \ 

r 

We have an oath but duly to attest, 

That her dead husband's limbs, outstretched, repose . 

In holy ground at Padua. 



FAUST. 

Sage indeed ! 
So I suppose we straight must journey there ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. j 

Sancta simpKcitas ! For that no need ! 2690 

Without much knowledge we have but to swear. \ 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Oh, holy man ! that's truly you ! 

In all your life say, have you ne'er 2695 

False witness borne, until this hour? 

Have you of God, the world, and all it doth contain, 

Of man, and that which worketh in his heart and 

brain, 
Not definitions given, in words of weight and power, 
With front unblushing, and a dauntless breast ? 2700 
Yet, if into the depth of things you go, 
Touching these matters, it must be confessed. 
As much as of Herr Schwerdtlein's death you know ! 

FAUST. 

Thou art and dost remain a liar and sophist too, 

MEPHISTOPHELES. . 

Ay, if one did not take a somewhat deeper view I 2706 
To-morrow, in all honor, thou 
Poor Gretchen wilt befool, and vow 
Thy soul's deep love, in lover's fashion. 

FAUST. 

And from my heart. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

All good and fair ! 
Then deathless constancy thou'lt swear I 2710 

Speak of one all o'ermastering passion, — 
Will that too issue from the heart ? 

FAUST. 

It will. Forbear ! 
Wlien passion sways me, and I seek to frame 
Fit utterance for feeling, deep, intense. 
And for my frenzy finding no fit name, 2715 

Sweep round the ample world with every sense, 
Grasp at the loftiest words to speak my flame, 
And call the glow, wherewith I burn. 
Quenchless, eternal, yea, eterne — 
I Is that of sophistry a devilish play ? 2720 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Yet am I right I 
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Mark this, my friencl, 
i spare my lungs : wlioe'er to have the right is fain, 
le have but n tongue, wherewith his point to gain, 
.llgain it in the end. 
Eat come, of gossip I am weary qnitc ; 2725 

Because I've no resource, thou'rt in the right. 



'it A Mephis- 



MABGAnET on Facet's arm. JIaktha 
TOFHBtES icalking up and down. 

MAItGAIiET. 

I feel it, yon but spare my ignorance, 

To sliame me, sir, you stoop thus low. 

A traveller from complaisance, 

Still makes the best of things ; I know 2730 

Too well, giy humble prattle never can 

Have power to entertain so wise a man. 

FAnST. 

One glance, one word of thine 'doth charm me more. 
Than the world's wisdom or the sage's lore. 

(ITe kisses her hand.) 

MAEGAKKT. 

Nay ! trouble not yourself ! A hand so coarse, 2735 
So rude as mine, how can you kiss ? 
What constant work at home must I not do perforce! 
My mother too exacting is, 

MAiiTnA. 
Thus, air, unceasing travel is your lot ? 



ME PrtlSTOPIIKLES. 

Traffic and duty urge ua ! With what pain 
Are we compelled to leave full many a spot, 
Whore yet we may not once remain ! 



2740 



In youth's wild years, with vigor crowned, 

'Tis not amiss thus through the world to sweep; 

But ah, the evil days come round ! 2745 
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And to a lonely grave as bachelor to creep, 
A pleasant thing has no one found. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The prospect fills me with dismay. 

MABTHA. 

Therefore, in time, dear sir, reflect, I pray. 

{They pass on.) 

MARGARET. 

Ay, out of sight is out of mind ! 2750 

Politeness easy is to you ; 

Friends everywhere, and not a few, 

Wiser than 1 am, you will find. 

FAUST. 

Trust me, my angel, what doth pass for sense 
Full oft is self-conceit and blindness ! « 

MARGARET. 

How ? 2755 

FAUST. 

Simplicity and holy innocence, — 

When will ye learn your hallowed worth to know ! 

Ah, when will meekness and humility. 

Kind and all-bounteous nature's loftiest dower — 

MARGARET. 

Only one little moment think of me ! 2760 

To think of you I shall have many an hour. 

FAUST. 

You are perhaps much alone ? 

MARGARET. 

Yes, small our household is, I own. 

Yet must I see to it. No maid we keep, 

And I must cook, sew, knit, and sweep, 2765 

Still early on my feet and late ; 

My mother is in all things, great and small. 

So accurate ! 

Not that for thrift there is such pressing need ; 

Than others we might make more show indeed ; 2770 
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My father left behind a Bniall estate, 

A house and garden near the city-wall. 

Quiet enough ray life has been of lale ; 

My brother for a soldier gone ; 

My little sister's dead ; the babe to rear 2775 

Occasioned me some care and fond annoy; 

But I would go through all again with joy, 

The darling was to me so dear. 

FAUST. 

An angel, sweet, if it resembled thee! 

MARGARET. 

I reared it up, and it grew fond of me. 2780 

After my father's death it saw the day ; 

We gave my mother up for lost, she lay 

In such a wretched plight, and then at length 

So very slowly she regained her strength. 

Weak as she was, 'twas vain for her to try 2785 

Herself to suckle the poor babe, so I 

Reared it on milk and water all alone ; 

And thus the child became as 'twere my own ; 

Within my arms it stretched itself and grew, 

And smiling, nestled in my bosom too. 2790 

FAD ST. 

Doubtless the purest happiness was thine. 

U AUG A RET. 

Bnt many weary hours, in sootli, were also mine. 

At night its little cradle stood 

Close to ray bed; so 1 was wide awake 

If it but stirred ; ' _ 2795 

One while I was obliged to give it food. 

Or to my arms the darling take ; 

From bed full oft must rise, whene'er the cry I heard. 

And, dancing it, must pace the chamber to and fro ; 

Stand at the wash-tub early; forthwith go 2800 

To market, and then mind the cooking too — 

To-morrow like to-day, the whole year through. 

Ah, sir, thus living, it must be confessed 

One's spirits are not always of the best; 

Yet it a relish gives to food and rest. ( They paaa on.) 
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MARTHA, 

Poor women ! we are badly off, I own ; 2806 

A bachelor's conversion's hard, indeed ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Madam, with one like you it rests alone, 
To tutor me a better course to lead. 

MARTHA. 

Speak frankly, sir, none is there you have met ? 2810 
Has your heart ne'er attached itself as yet ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES, 

One's own fireside and a good wife are gold 
And pearls of price, so says the proverb old, 

MARTHA. 

I mean, has passion never stirred your breast? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I've everywhere been well received, I own. 2815 

M^VRTHA. 

Yet hath your heart no earnest preference known ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

With ladies one should ne'er presume to jest. 

MARTHA. 

Ah ! you mistake ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I'm sorry I'm so blind ! 
But this I know — that you are very kind. 

( They pass on,) 

FAUST. 

Me, little angel, didst thou recognize, 2820 

When in the garden first I came ? 

MARGARET. 

Did you not see it ? I cast down my eyes. 

FAUST. 

Thou dqst forgive my boldness, dost not blame 

Tlie liberty I took that day. 

When thou from church didst lately wend thy way ? 2825 



^ 



130 THE TRAGEDY OF FAUST. 

MARGARET. 

I was confused. So had it never been ; 

No one of me could any evil say. 

Alas, thought I, he doubtless in thy mien, 

Something unmaidenly or bold hath seen ? 

It seemed as if it struck him suddenly, 2830 

Here's just a girl with whom one may make free ! 

Yet I must own that then I scarcely knew 

What in your favor here began at once to plead ; 

Yet I was angry with myself indeed, 

That I more angry could not feel with you. 2835 

FAUST. 

Sweet love ! 

MARGARET. 

Just wait awhile ! 
{She gathers a star-flower and plucks off the leaves one 
after another,) 

FAUST. 

A nosegay may that be ? 

MARGARET. 

No ! It is but a game. 

FAUST. 

How? 

MARGARET. 

Go, you'll laugh at me ! 
{She plucks off the leaves and murmurs to herself,) 

FAUST. 

What murmurest thou ? 

MARGARET {half oloud). 

He loves me, — loves me not. 

FAUST. 

Sweet angel, with thy face of heavenly bliss ! 

3 
MARGARET {cOUtlnueS), \ 

He loves me — not — he loves me — not — 

{plucking off the last leaficith fond joy,) 

He loves me ! 



I 
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FAUST. 

Yes! 

And this flower-language, darling, let it be, 2841 

A heavenly oracle ! He loveth thee ! 
Know'st thou the meaning of, He loveth thee ? 

{He seizes both her hands.) 

MARGARET. 

I tremble so ! 

FAUST. 

Nay ! do not tremble, love ! 
Let this hand-pressure, let this glance reveal 2845 

Feelings, all power of speech above ; 
To give oneself up wholly and to feel 
A joy that must eternal prove ! 
Eternal ! — Yes,, its end would be despair. 
No end ! — It cannot end ? 2850 

(Margaret presses his hand^ extricates herself^ and 
runs away. He stands a moment in thought^ and 
then follows her ^ 

MARTHA {approaching). 
Night's closing. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Yes, we'll presently away, 

MARTHA. 

I would entreat you longer yet to stay ; 

But 'tis a wicked place, just here about ; 

It is as if the folk had nothing else to do, 

Nothing to think of too, 2855 

But gaping watch their neighbors, who goes in and out; 

And scandal's busy still, do whatsoe'er one may. 

And our young couple ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

They have flown up there, 
The wanton butterflies ! 

MARTHA. 

He seems to take to her 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

• 

And she to him. 'Tis of the world the way ! 2860 
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A Summerhouse, 

(Margaret runs in, hides behind the door, holds 
the tip of her finger to her lip, and peeps 
through the crevice.) 

MARGARET. 

He comes I 

FAUST. 

Ah, little rogue, so thou 
Think'st to provoke me ! . I have caught thee now ! 

{He kisses her.) 

MARGARET 

(embracing hijn, and returning the kiss). 
Dearest of men ! I love thee from my heart ! 

(Mephistqpheles knocks.) 

FAUST (stamping).' 
Who's there ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

A friend ! 

FAUST. 

A brute ! 

* MEPHISTOPHELES. 

'Tis time to part. 
MARTHA (comes). 

Ay, it is late, good sir. 

FAUST. 

Mayn't I attend you, then ? 2865 

MARGARET. 

Oh, no — my mother would — adieu, adieu 1 

FAUST. 

And must I really then take leave of you ? 
Farewell ! 

MARTHA. 

Good-bye I 

f* MARGARET. 

Ere long to meet again ! 
{Mciunt Faust and Mephistopheles.) 
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MARGARET. 

Good heavens ! how all things far and near 

Must fill his mind, — a man like this ! 2870 

Abashed before him I appear, 

And say to all things only, yes. 

Poor simple child, 1 cannot see, 

What 'tis that he can find in me. (Mdt.) 

Forest and Cavern. 

FAUST {alone). 

Spirit sublime ! Thou gavest me, gavest me all 2875 

For which 1 prayed ! Kot vainly hast thou turned 

To me thy countenance in flaming fire : 

Gavest me glorious nature for my realm, 

And also power to feel her and enjoy ; 

Not merely with a cold and wondering glance, 2880 

Thou dost permit me in her depths profound, 

As in the bosom of a friend to gaze. 

Before me thou dost lead her living tribes, 

And dost in silent grove, in air and stream 

Teach me to know my kindred. And when roars 2885 

The howling storm-blast through the groaning wood. 

Wrenching the giant pine, which in its faU 

Crashing sweeps down its neighboring trunks and 

boughs, 
While with the hollow noise the hill resounds : 
Then thou dost lead me to some sheltered cave, 2890 
Dost there reveal me to myself, and show 
Of my own bosom the mysterious depths. 
And when >vith soothing beam, the moon's pure orb 
Full in my view climbs up the pathless sky. 
From crag and dewy grove, the silvery forms 2895 
Of by-gone ages hover, and assuage 
The joy austere of contemplative thought. 

Oh, that naught perfect is assigned to man, 

I feel, alas ! With this exalted joy, 

Which lifts me near and nearer to the gods, 2900 

Thou gavest me this companion, unto whom 

I needs must cling, though cold and insolent, 

He still degrades me to myself, and turns 

Thy glorious gifts to nothing, with a breath. 
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He in my bosom witli malicious zeal 
Por that fair image fans a raging tire ; 
From craving to enjoyment thus I reel, 
And in eujoymeut languish for desire. 

(SlEpqiSTOPHKLES enters,) 

UEPtnSTOFHELBS. 

Of this lone life have you not had your fill ? 
How for so long can it have charms for you ? 
'Tia well enough to try it if you will; 
But then away ^ain to something n 

FATJST. 

Woald you conld better occupy your leisure, 
Than in disturbing thus my houra of joy, 

MBPHIS TOP QELE s . 

Well! "Well! FIl leave you to yourself with pie; 

A serioua tone you hardly need employ. 

To i)art from ono so crazy, harsh, aud cross, 

I should not find a grievous loss, 

Tlie live-long day, for you I toil and fret ; 

Ne'er from his worship's face a hint I get, 

What pleases him, or what to let alone. 



Ay, truly I that is last the proper tone I 

He wearies me, and would witli thanks be paid I 

MEPaiBTOPHELEQ. 

Poor Son of Earth, without my aid, 

How would thy weary days have flown? 

Thee of thy foolish whims I've cured, 

Thy vain imaginations banished, 

And but for me, be well assured, 

Thou from this sphere must soon have vanished. 

In rocky hollows and in caverns drear, 

"Why hke an owl sit moping here ? 

Wherefore from dripping stones and moss with 

ooze embued, 
Dost suck, hke any toad, thy food? 
A rare, sweet pastime. Verily! 
The doctor cleaveth still to thee. 
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FAUST. 

Didst comprehend what bliss without alloy 
From thifl wild wandering in the desert springs? — 
Couldst thou but guess the new life-power it brings, 
Thou wouldst be fiend enough to euvy me my joy. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

■ 

What super-earthly ecstasy I at night, 29 40 

To lie in darkness on the dewy height, 

Embracing heaven and earth in rapture high, 

Tlie soul dilating to a deity ; 

With prescient yearnings pierce the core of earth, 

Feel in your laboring breast the six-days' bii-th, 2945 

Enjoy, in proud delight what no one knows. 

While your love-rapture o'er creation flows, — 

The earthly lost in beatific vision, 

And then the lofty intuition — 

{with a gesture) 
I need not tell you how — to close ! 2950 

FAUST. 

Fie on you ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

This displeases you ? " For shame !^ 
You are forsooth entitled to exclaim ; 
We to chaste ears it seems must not pronounce 
What, nathless, the chaste heart cannot renounce. 
Well, to be brief, the joy as fit occasions rise, 2955 
I grudge you not, of specious lies. 
.But soon the self-deluding vein 
Is past, once more thou'rt whirled away. 
And should it last, thou'lt be the prey 
Of frenzy or remorse and pain. 2960 

Enough of this ! Thy true love dwells apart, 
And all to her seems flat and tame 
Alone thine image fills her heart, 
She loves thee with an all-devouring flame. 
First came thy passion with o'erpowering rush, 2965 
Like mountain tonrent, swollen by the melted snow ; 
Full in her heart didst pour the sudden gusli. 
Now has thy brooklet ceased to flow. 

mmmmmmmm^mmmimammmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmim^immmmimmmmmmmi^mmmmmmi^^mmmmmm 
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Instead of sitting throned midst forests wild. 

It would become so great a lord 2970 

To comfort the enamored child, 

And the young monkey for her love reward. 

To her the hours seem miserably long ; 

She from the window sees the clouds float by 

As o'er the lofty city-walls they fly. 2975 

" If I a birdie were ! " so runs her song. 

Half through the night and all day long. 

Cheerful sometimes, more oft at heart full sore; 

Fairly outwept seem now her tears, 

Anon she tranquil is, or so appears, 2980 

And love-sick ever more. 

FAUST. 

Snake ! Serpent vile ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES (aSlCle). 

Good ! If I catch thee with my guile ! j 

FAUST. j 

Vile reprobate ! go get thee hence ; j 

Forbear the lovely girl to name ! 2985 

Nor in my half-distracted sense, : 

Kindle anew the smouldering flame ! ', 

MEPniSTOPHELES. 

What would'st thou ! She thinks you've taken flight; . 

It seems, she's partly in the right. ' 

FAUST. '. 

I'm near her still — and should I distant rove, 2990 

Her I can ne'er forget, ne'er lose her love ; 

And all things touched by those sweet lips of hers. 

Even the very Host, my envy stirs. ; 

MEPHISTOPHELES. j 

'Tis well ! I oft have envied you indeed, 

The twin-pair that among the roses feed. 2995 

FAUST. 

Pander, avaunt ! 

SIEPHISTOPHELES. 

I 

Go to ! I laugh, the while yon rail. 

The power which fashioned youth and maid, 

t 
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Well understood the noble trade ; 
II So neither shall occasion fail. 

But hence ! — in truth a case for gloom ! 30 

Bethink thee, to thy mistress' room 
And not to death shouldst go ! 

FAUST. 

What is to me heaven's joy within her arms ? 

What though my life her bosom warms ! — 

Do I not ever feel her woe ? 3005 

The outcast am I not, who knows no rest, 

Inhuman monster, aimless and unblest, 

Who like the greedy surge, from rock to rock, 

Sweeps down the dread abyss with desperate shock ? 

While she, within her lowly cot, which graced 3010 

The Alpine slope, beside the waters wild, 

Her homely cares in that small world embraced. 

Secluded lived, a simple artless child. 

Was't not enough, in thy delirious whirl 

To blast the steadfast rocks ? 3015 

Her, and her peace as well. 

Must I, God-hated one, to ruin hurl ! 

Dost claim this holocaust, remorseless Hell ! 

Fiend, help me to cut short the hours of dread ! 

Let what must happen, happen speedily ! 3020 

Her direful doom fall crushing on my head. 

And into ruin let her plunge with me. 

MEPniSTOPHELES. 

Why how again it seethes and glows ! 

Away, thou fool ! Her torment ease I 

When such a head no issue sees, 8025 

It pictures straight the final close. 

Long life to him Avho boldly dares ! 

A devil's pluck thou'rt wont to show ; 

As for a devil who despairs, 

There's naught so mawkish here below. 8030 

Margaret's Hoom. 
MARGARET {cilone at her spinning wheel). 
My peace is gone. 
My heart is sore, 
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I find it never, 
And nevermore I 






Wh«re him I have not, 
Is the grave to me ; 

And bitter aa gall 

The whole world to me. 


, 8035 






My wildered brain 
la overwrought ; 

My feeble senses 
Arc distraught. 


3040 






My peace is gone. 
My heart is sore, 

Ifinditntv.-r, 
And nevermore! 


8045 






For him from the window 

I gaze, at home ; 
For him and him only 

Abroad I roam. 


3050 






His lofty 8t«p. 

His bearing high, 
The smUe of his Jiji, 

The power of his eye, 








His witching words. 
Their tones of bliss. 

His hand's fond pressure, 
Andah — hiskififl! 
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My peace is gone, 
My heart is sore, 

I find it never, 
And nevermore. 


S060 j 




My bosom aches 
. To feel him near; 
Ah, could I clasp 
And fold him here I 


3065 






Kiss him and kiss him 
Again would I, 

And on hia kisses 
I fain would die 1 


3070 
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Martha's Garden, 
Margaret and Faust. 
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MARGARET. 



Promise me, Henry — 



FAUST. 

What I can ! 



MARGARET. 

How is it with religion in thy mind ? 
Thou art a dear kind-hearted man, . 
But I'm afraid not piously inclined. 

FAUST. 

Forbear ! Thou feelest I love thee alone ; 
For those I love my life I would lay down, 
And none would of their faith or church bereave. 

MARGARET. 

That's not enough, we must ourselves believe ! 

FAUST. 

Must we ? 

MARGARET. 

Ah, could I but thy soul inspire ! 
Thou honorest not the sacraments, alas ! 



3075 



3080 



I honor them. 



FAUST. 
MARGARET. 

But yet without desire ; 



'Tis long since thou hast been either to shrift or mass. 
Dost thou believe in God ? 

FAUST. 

My darling, who dares say. 
Yes, I in God believe ? 

Question or priest or sage, and they 8085 

Seem, in the answer you receive, 
To mock the questioner. 

MARGARET. 

Then thou dost not believe? 
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FAUST. 

Sweet one ! my meaning do not misconceive ? 

Him who dare name 

At^ who proclaim, 3090 

Mim I believe ? 

Who that can feel, 

His heart can steel, 

To say : I believe him not ? 

The All-embracer, 3095 

All-sustain er, 

Holds and sustains he not ? 

Thee, me, himself ? 

Lifts not the Heaven its dome above ? 

Doth not the firm-set earth beneath us lie ? 3100 

And beaming tenderly Avith looks of love. 

Climb not the everlasting stars on high ? 

Do I not gaze into thine eyes ? 

Nature's impenetrable agencies. 

Are they not thronging on thy heart and brain, 3105 

Viewless, or visible to mortal ken, 

Around thee weaving their mysterious chain ? 

Fill thence thine heart, how large soe'er it be ; 

And in the feeling when thou utterly art blest. 

Then call it, what thou wilt, — 3110 

Call it Bliss! Heart! Love! God! 

I have no name for it ! 

'Tis feeling all ; 

Name is but sound and smoke 

Enclouding heaven's glow. 3115 

♦ MAEGAEET. 

All this is doubtless good and fair ; 
Almost the same the parson says. 
Only in slightly different phrase. 

FAUST. 

Beneath Heaven's sunshine, everywhere. 

This is the utterance of the human heart ; 3120 

Each in his language doth the like impart ; 

Then why not I in mine ? 
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MARGARET. 

What thus I hear 
Sounds plausible, yet I'm not reconciled ; 
Tliere's something wrong about it, much I fear 
That thou art not a Christian. 

FAUST. 

My sweet child I 3125 

MARGARET. 

Alas ! long hath it sorely troubled me, 
To see thee in such odious company. 

FAUST. 

How so ? 

MARGARET. 

The man who comes with thee I hate, 
Yea, in my spirit's inmost depths abhor ; 
As his loatlied visage, in my life before, 3130 

Naught to my heart e'er gave a pang so great. 

FAUST. 

Fear not, sweet love ! 

MARGARET. 

His presence chills my blood. 
Towards all beside I have a kindly mood ; 
Yet, though I yearn to gaze on thee, I feel 
At sight of him strange horror o'er me steal ; 3135 
That he's a villain my conviction's strong. 
May heaven forgive me if I do him wrong ! 

FAUST. 

Yet such strange fellows in the world must be ! 

MARGARET. 

I would not live with such an one as he. 

If for a moment he but enter here, 3140 

He looks around him with a mocking sneer, 

And malice ill-concealed ; 

That he with naught on earth can sympathize is clear ; 

Upon his brow 'tis legibly revealed. 

That to his heart no living soul is dear. 3145 

So blest I feel, within thy arms, 
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So A^arm, so happy, — free from all alarms ; 

And still my heart doth close when he comes near. 

FAUST. 

Foreboding angel ! check thy fear ! 

MARGTARET. 

It SO o'ermasters me, that when, 3150 

Or wheresoe'er, his step I hear, 

I almost think, no more I love thee then. ,; 

Besides, when he is near, I ne'er could pray, 

This eats into my heart ; with thee 

The same, my Hemy, it must be. 3155 

FAUST. 

Tis your antipathy ! 

MARGARET. \ 

I must away. ■ 

FAUST. 

For one brief hour then may I never rest, 
And heart to heart, and soul to soul be pressed ! 

MARGARET. 

Ah, if I slept alone, to-night 

The bolt I fain Avould leave undrawn for thee ; 3160 

But then my mother's sleep is light. 

Were we surprised by her, ah me ! 

Upon the spot I should be dead. 

FAUST. 

Dear angel ! there's no cause for dread. 
Here is a little phial, — if she take 3165 

Mixed in her drink three drops, 'twill steep ; 

Her nature in a deep and soothing sleep. 

MARGARET. 'i 






What do I not for thy dear sake ! 
^ To her it will not hannf ul prove ? 



1 



FAUST. 

Should I advise else, sweet love ? 3170 
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(Mcit). 



MARGAEET. 

I know not, dearest, when thy face I see, 
What doth my spirit to thy will constrain; 
Already^ I have done so much for thee, 
That scarcely more to do doth now remain. 

(Mephistopheles enters). 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The monkey ! Is she gone ? 

FAUST. 

Again hast played the spy? 3176 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Of all that passed I'm well apprized, 

I heard the doctor catechised, 

And trust he'll profit much thereby I 

Fain would the girls inquire indeed 

Touching their lover's faith, if he 3180 

Believe according to the ancient creed 

They think : if pliant there, to us he'll yielding be. 

FAUST. 

Thou monster, dost not see that this 
Pure soul, possessed by ardent love, 
Full of the living faith, 3185 

To her of bliss 

The only pledge, must holy anguish prove, 
Holding the man she loves, fore-doomed to endless 
death ! 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Most sensual, supersensualist ? The while 
A damsel leads thee by the nose I 

FAUST. 

Of filth and fire abortion vile I 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

In physiognomy strange skill she shows ; 
She in my presence feels she knows not how 
My mask it seems a hidden sense reveals; 
That I'm a genius she must needs allow. 



3160 
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That I'm the very devil perhaps she feels. 
So then to-night — 

FAUST. 

What's that to you ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Fve my amusement in it too ! 

At the Well, 
Maegaret and Bessy with pitchers. 

BESSY. 

Of Barbara hast nothing heard ? 

MARGARET. 

I rarely go from home, — no, not a word, 3200 

BESSY. 

'Tis true. Sybilla told me so to-day ! 
That comes of being proud, methinks ; 
She played the fool at last. 

MARGARET. 

How so? 

BESSY. 

They say 
That two she feedeth when she eats and drinks. 

MARGARET. 

Alas ! ^ 

BESSY. 

J She^s nghtly served, in sooth. 3205 

How long she hung upon the youth ! 

What promenades, what jaunts there were, 

To dancing booth and village fair I 

The first she everywhere must shine. 

He always treating her to pastry and to wine. 3210 

Of her good looks she was so vain, 

So shameless too, that she did not disdain 

Even his presents to retain ; 

Sweet words and kisses came anon — 

And then the virgin flower was gone I 3215 
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Poor thing! 



MABGABET. 



BESSY. 



Forsooth dost pity her ? 
At night, when at our wheels we sat, 
Abroad our mothers ne'er would let us stir. 
Then with her lover she must chat. 
Or on the bench, or in the dusky walk, ^ 3220 

Thinking the hours too brief for their sweet talk ; 
Her proud head she will have to bow, 
And in white sheet do penance now I 

MABGABET. 

But he will surely marry her ? 

BESSY. 

Not he 
He won't be such a fool ! a gallant lad 3225 

Like him, can roam o'er land and sea, 
Besides, he's off. 

MABGABET. 

That is not fair ! 



4 



BESSY. 

If she should get him, 'twere almost as bad ! 
Her myrtle wreath the boys would tear ; 
And then we girls would plague her too, 3230 

For we chopped straw before her door would strew ! ^ 

{Mdt.) 

MABGABET (walking towards home)* 

How stoutly once I could inveigh, 

If a poor maiden went astray ! 

Not words enough my tongue could find, 

'Gainst others' sin to speak my mind ; 3235 

Black as it seemed, I blackened it still more. 

And strove to make it blacker than before. 

And did myself securely bless — 

Now my own trespass doth appear ! 

Yet ah ! — what urged me to transgress, 3240 

Sweet heaven, it was so good ! so dear ! 



It 



3250 



b THE TEAGEDY OF FAUST. 

ZwiNfiER. 

Enclosure between the Cily-^rnll and the Gal^ 
{In the niche ofths'waU a devotional image o/'fte 

Muter dolorosa, with Jlower-pota before it.) 
MAEUAKET (putting fresh Jlowers in the pota). 

Ah, rich in Borrow, thou. 

Stoop tiiy maternikl brow. 

And mark with pitying eye my misery ! 

The ffword in thy pierced heart, 3245 

Thou dost with hitter smart. 

Gaze upwards on thy Son'a deatli agoiiy. 

To the dear God on high, 

Agcende tliy piteous sigh, 

PleadiDg for his and thy sore m.ispry. 

A)i, who can know 

Tlie torturing woe. 

The pangs that rack me to the hnne ? 

How my poor heart, without relief, 

TrembleB and throbs, its yearniug grief 3255 

Thou knowest, thou alone ! 

Ah, wheresoe'er I go, 

With woe, with woe, with woe, 

My angnished breast is aching ! 

When all alone I creep, 32C0 

J weep, I weep, I weep, 

Alas! my heart is breaking! 

The flower-pots at my wiiitlow. 

Were wet with tears of mine. 

The while I plucked these lituBsoms, 

At dawn to deck thy ehriDel 

Wben early in my chamber 

Shone bright the 

1 sat there on m 

My heart with a 

Help ! from disgrace and deatli deliver me ! 

Ah ! rich in sorrow, thou. 

Stoop thy maternal brow, 

And mark with pitying eye my misery I 



g morn, 
^ pallet, 
ajnaish torn. 
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Night, Street before Margaret's door. 
VALENTINE (a soldier^ Margaret's brother). 



When seated 'mong jovial crowd 3275 

Where merry comrades boasting loud, 

Each named with pride his favorite lass, 

And in her honor drained his glass ; 

Upon my elbow I would lean, 

With easy quiet view the scene, 3280 

Nor give my tongue the rein, until 

Each swaggering blade had talked his fill. 

Tlien smiling I my beard would stroke, 

The while, with brimming glass, I spoke ; 

"Each to his taste ! — but to my mind, 3285 

Where in the country will you find, 

A maid, as my dear Gretchen fair. 

Who with my sister can compare?" 

Cling! Clang ! so rang the jovial sound? 

Shouts of assent went circling round ; 3290 

Pride of her sex is she ! — cried some ; 

Then were the noisy boasters dumb. 

And now ! — I could tear out my hair, 

Or dash my brains out in despair ! — 

Me every scurvy knave may twit, 3295 

With stinging jest and taunting sneer I 

Like skulking debtor I must sit, 

And sweat each casual word to hear ! 

And though I smashed them one and all, — 

Yet them I could not liars call. 3300 

Who comes this way ? who's sneaking here ? 
If I mistake not, two draw near. 
If he be one, have at him ; — well I wot 
Alive he shall not leave this spot ! 

Paust. Mephistopheles. 

FAUST. 

« 

How from yon sacristy, athwart the night, 3305 

Its beams the ever-burning taper throws. 

While ever waning, fades the glimmering light, ^ 

■_^ -A^^ 
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As gathering darkness doth around it close ! 
So night-like gloom doth in my bosom reign. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I'm like a tom-cat in a thievish vein, 3310 

That up fire-ladders tall and steep, 

And round the walls doth slyly creep ; 

Virtuous withal, I feel, with, I confess, 

A touch of thievish joy and wantonness. 

Thus through my limbs already there doth bound 3315 

The glorious Walpurgis night ! 

After to-morrow it again comes round, 

What one doth wake for, then one knows aright ! 

« 

FAUST. 

Meanwhile, the flame which I see glimmering there, 
Is it the treasure rising in the air ? 3320 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Ere long, I make no doubt, but you ^® 
To raise the chest will feel inclined ; 
Erewhile I peeped within it too ; 
^^ With lion-dollars 'tis well lined. 

FAUST. 

And* not a trinket ? not a ring ? 3325 

Wherewith my lovely girl to deck? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I saw among them some such thing, 
A string of pearls to grace her neck. 

FAUST. 

'Tis well I Fm always loath to go. 

Without some gift my love to show. * 3330 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Some pleasures gratis to enjoy. 

Should surely cause you no annoy. 

While bright with stars the heavens appear, 

I'll sing a masterpiece of art : 

A moral song shall charm her ear, 3335 

More surely to beguile her heart. 



i^mm 
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(Sings to the gruitar.^^) 

Kathrina, say, 

Why lingering stay 

At dawn of day 

Before your lover's door ? 3340 

Maiden, beware, 

'Nor enter there. 

Lest forth you fare, 

A maiden nevermore. 

Maiden, take heed I 3345 

Reck well my rede 1 

Is't done, the deed ? 

Crood night, you poor, poor thing ! 

The spoiler's lies, 

His arts despise, 3360 

Nor yield your prize. 

Without the marriage ring ! 

VALENTINE (stcps forward). 

Whom are you luring here ? I'll give it you ! 
Accursed rat-catchers, your strains I'll end I ^^ 
First, to the devil the guitar I'll send I 3355 

Then to the devil with the singer tog I 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The poor guitar ! 'tis done for now. 

VALENTINE. 

Your skull shall follow next, I trow ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES (tO FaUST). 

Doctor, stand fast ! your strength collect I 

Be prompt, and do as I direct. 3360 

Out with your whisk ! keep close, I pray, 

I'll parry I do you thrust away 1 

VALENTINE. 

Then parry that ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Why not? 

VALENTINE. 

That too ! \ 



^ 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 



i With ease ! 

■ 

VALENTINE. 

The devil fights for you ! 
Why, how is this ? my hand's already lamed ! 3365 

: MEPHISTOPHELES (tO FaUSt). 

; Thrust home ! 

* 

\ valentine {falls), 

i Alas! 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 

There ! now the lubber's tamed ! 
But quick, away ! We must at once take wing ; 
A cry of murder strikes upon the ear ; 
With the police I know my course to steer. 
But with the blood-ban 'tis another thing. 3370 

MARTHA {at the window). 
Without! without! 



MARGARET {at the window). 
Quick, bring a light ! 

MARTHA {as above), 
I They rail and scuffle, scream and fight ! 

PEOPLE. 

One lieth here already dead ! 

MARTHA {coming out). 
Where are the murderers ? are they fled ? 

MARGARET {coming out). 
Who lieth here? 

PEOPLE. 

Thy mother's son ! 3375 

MARGARET. 

Almighty God ! I am undone ! 

VALENTINE. 

I'm dying — 'tis a soon -told tale. 

And sooner done the deed. 
!: Why, women, do ye howl and wail ? 3379 

5 To my last words give heed ! {AU gather round him) , 
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Gretchen, thou'rt still of tender age, 

And, well I wot, not over sage, 

Thou dost thy matters ill ; 

Let this in confidence be said : 

Since thou the path of shame dost tread, 3385 

Tread it with right good will ! 

MARGABET. 

My brother I God ! what can this mean ? 

VALENTINE. 

Abstain, 
"Nor dare God's holy name profane ! 
What's done, alas, is done and past! 
Matters will take their course at last ; 3390 

By stealth thou dost begin with one, 
Others will follow him anon ; 
And when a dozen thee have known, 
Thou'lt common be to all the town. 
When infamy is newly born, v 3395 

In secret she is brought to light, 
And the mysterious veil of night 
O'er head and ears is drawn ; 
The loathsome birth men fain would slay ; 
But soon, full grown, she waxes bold, 3400 

And though not fairer to behold, 
With brazen front insults the day: 
The more abhorrent to the sight. 
The more she courts the day's pure light. 

The time already I discern, 3405 

When thee all honest folk will spurn, 

And shun thy hated form to meet, 

As when a corpse infects the street. 

Thy heart will sink with thy despair. 

When they shall look thee in the face ! 410 

A golden chain no more thou'lt wear — 

Nor near the altar take in church thy place — 

In fair lace collar richly dight 

Thou'lt dance no more with spirits light — 

In darksome corners thou wilt bide, 3415 

Where beggars vile and cripples hide-— 
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And e'en though God thy crime forgive, 
On earth, a thing accursed, thou'lt live. 

MARTHA. 

Your parting soul to God commend ; 

Your dying breath in slander will you spend ? 8420 

VALENTINE. 

Could I but reach thy withered frame. 
Thou wretched beldame, void of shame ! 
Full measure I might hope to win 
Of pardon then for every sin. 

MARGARET. 

Brother! what agonizing pain! 3425 

VALENTINE. 

I tell thee ! from vain tears abstain ! 

'Twas thy dishonor pierced my heart. 

Thy fall the fatal death-stab gave. 

Through the death-sleep I now depart 

To God, a soldier true and brave. (dies.) 3430 

Cathedral, 

Service, Organ, and Anthem. 

Margaret amongst a number of people. 

Evil Spirit behind Margaret. 

EVIL spirit. 

How different, Gretchen, was it once with thee. 

When thou, still full of innocence. 

Here to the altar camest. 

And from the small and well-oonned book 

Didst lisp thy prayer, 3435 

Half childish sport, 

Half God in thy young heart I 

Gretchen ! 

What thoughts are thine ? 

What deed of shame 3440 

Lurks in thy sinful heart ? 

Is thy prayer uttered for thy mother's soul, 
Who into long, long torment slept through thee ? 
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Whose blood is on thy threshold ? 

— And stirs there not already 'neath thy heart 3445 

Another quickening pulse, that even now 

Tortures itself and thee 

With its foreboding presence ? 

^ ^Iegaret. 

Woe ! Wo^ f * 

Oh, could I freenAe from the thoughts 3450 

That hither, tffither, crowd upon my brain, 
Against my will ! 

CHORUS. 

Dies irce^ dies ilkCy 
Solvet soeclum infavilla, 

( The organ sounds), 

EVHi SPHIIT. 

Grim horror seizes thee! 3455 

The trumpet sounds ! 

The graves are shaken ! 

And thy heart 

From ashy rest 

For torturing flames 3460 

Anew created. 

Trembles into life ! 

MARGARET. 

Would I were hence ! 

It is as if the organ 

Choked my breath, 3465 

As if the choir 

Melted my inmost heart ! 

CHORUS. 

Judex ergo cum sedebit^ 

Qiiidquid latet adparebity 

Nil inultum remanebit. 3470 

MARGARET. 

I feel oppressed I 
The pillars of the wall 
Imprison me I 
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I! The vaulted roof 

Weighs down upon me ! — air! 8475 

EVIL SPIRIT. 

Wouldst hide thee ? sin and shame 
Remain not hidden ! 
Air! light! 
Woe's thee ! 

CHORUS. 

Quid sum miser tunc cUcturusf 3480 
Quern patronum rogcLturiis! 
iJwn vix Justus sit securus. 

EVIL SPIRIT. 

The glorified their faces turn 

Away from thee ! 

Shudder the piure to reach 3485 

Their hands to thee! 

Woe! 

CHORUS. 

Quid sum miser tunc dicturus — 

MARGARET. 

Neighbor ! your smelling bottle ! 

{^She swoons away). 



V 



Mffi 



WALPURGIS-NIGHT.« 

7%e Hartz Mountains. 

District of SchierJce and Elend. \ 

Faust and Mephistopheles. \ 



■\ MEPHISTOPHELES. '^ 

I A broomstick dost thou not at least desire ? 3490 



The roughest he-goat fain would I bestride, 
By this road from our goal we're still far wide. 



j FAUST. 



While fresh upon my legs, so long I naught require, 

Except this knotty staff. Beside, 

What boots it to abridge a pleasant way ? 3495 

i Along the labyrinth of these vales to creep, 
j Then scale these rocks, whence, in eternal spray, 
: Adown the cliffs the silvery fountains leap : 
: Such is the joy that seasons paths like these ! 
^ Spring weaves already in the birchen trees ; 3500 

\ E'en the late pine-grove feels her quickening powers ; 

Should she not work within these limbs of ours ? 

* 

j MEPHISTOPHELES. 

} Naught of this genial influence do I know I 

I Within me is all wintry. Frost and snow 

; I should prefer my dismal path to bound. 3505 

I ITow sadly, yonder, with belated glow 

Kises the ruddy moon's imperfect round, 

Shedding so faint a light at every tread 

One's sure to stumble 'gainst a rock or tree 1 

An Ignis Fatuus I must call instead. 3510 

Yonder one burning merrily, I see. 

ITolloa ! my friend, may I request your light ? 

Why should you flare away so uselessly ? 

Be kind enough to show us up the height . 

>" IGNIS FATUUS. 

Through reverence I hope, I may subdue 3515 
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The lightnesa of my nnturo; true, 






.'' Our course is but a zigzag one. 






MEpnrsTOPnKi^S. 






IIol hot 






So man, forsooth, he thinks to imitate ! 






Now, in the devil's name, for ouce go straight, 
Or oat at ODce your flickering life I'll blow I 






3620 




IGNIS FATUUS. 






That you are master here ia obviouB quite; 






To do your will I'll cordially essay ; 






Only reflect ! The hill ia magic-mad to-night ; 
And if to show the path you choose a meteor's 






iglit. 




You must not wonder sliould we go astray. 


3525 




FAuaT^MEPraaTOPHELES, Ignib Fatuus 






(in aUemate 


song). 




Through this dream and magic-sphere. 






Lead us on, thou flickering guide. 
Pilot weU our bold career! 










That we may with onward stride 






Gain yon vast and desert waste 1 


3530 




See how tree on tree with haste 






Rush amain, the granite blocks 






Make oheisance as they go ! 






Hark 1 the grim lon^-anouted rocks, 
How they snort, and how they blow ! 






3535 




Brook and brooklet hurrying flow 






TliTOUgh the turf and stones along ; 




Hark, the rustling ! Hark, the song ! 




Hearken to love's plaintive lays ; 


i 


Voices of those heavenly days — 


3640 




What we hope and what we love 1 






Like the song of olden time, 






Echo's voice repeats the chime. 






To-whit! To-whool It sounds more near; 






Pewit, owl, and jay appear, 
All awake, around, above 1 


3545 








Paunchy salamanders too 

Crawl, long-limbed, the bushes through I 


; " 


J 





u 
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And, like snakes, the roots of trees 

Coil themselves from rock and sand, 3560 

Stretcliing many a wondrous band, 



r 

■ Us to frighten, us to seize ; 

i From rude knots with life embued, 

j Polyp-fangs abroad they spread, 

I To snare the wanderer I Neath our tread, 3555 

I Mice, in myriads, thousand-hued. 

Through the heath and through the moss I 

And the fire-flies' glittering throng, 

Wildering escort, whirls along, 
j Here and there, our path across. 3560 

I Tell me, stand we motionless, 

! Or still forward do we press ? 
All things round us whirl and fly 
liocks and trees make strange grimaces, 
Dazzling meteors change their places, 3565 

How they puff and multiply I 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Now grasp my doublet — we at last 

Have reached a central precipice. 

Whence we a wondering glance may cast, 

How Mammon lights the dark abyss. 3570 



FAUST. 

How through the chasms strangely gleams, 

A lurid light, like dawn's red glow. 

Pervading with its quivering beams. 

The gorges of the gulf below ! 

There vapors rise, there clouds float by, 3575 

And here through mist the splendor shines ; 

Now, like a fount, it bursts on high. 

Now glideth on in slender lines ; 

Far-reaching, with a hundred veins, 

Through the far valley see it glide, 3580 

j Here, where the gorge the flood restrains, 

At once it scatters far and wide ; 

An ear, like showers of golden sand 

Strewn broadcast, sputter sparks of light : 

And mark yon rocky walls that stand 3585 

i Ablaze, in all their towering height I 



THE TRAGEDY OF FAUST. 



Sir Mammon for this festival, 

Grandly illumes his palace hall t 

To Bee It was a lucky chance ; 

E'ea now the boist'rous guests advance. 



How the fierce tempest sweeps around! 
Upon my neck it strikes with sudden shock I 

MEPmSTOPHELES. 

Cling to these ancient riba of granite rock, 

Else it will hurl you down to yon abyss profound, 

A murky vapor thickeoa night. 3595 

Hark ! Througli the woods the tempests roar ! 

The owlets flit in wild afEright. 

Split are the columns that upbore 

The leafy palace, green for aye : 

The shivered branches whirr and sigh, 3600 

Yawn the huge trunks with mighty groan. 

The roots, upriven, creak and moau t 

In fearful and entangled fall, 

One crashing ruin whelms them all, 

While through the desolate abyss, 3605 

Sweeping the wreck-strawn precipice. 

The rising storm-blasts bowl and bias I 

Ilear'st thou voices sounding clear, 

Distant now and now more near ? 

Hark 1 the mountain ridge along, 3610 

Streameth a raving magic-song I 

"WITCHES (in chory.s). 
Now to the Brocken the witches hie, 
The stubble is yellow, the corn is green ; 
Thither the gathe?in£c legions fly. 
And sitting aloft is Sir Urian seen : 3615 

O'er stick and o'er stone they go whirling along. 
Witches and he-goats, a motley throng. ^ 



Alone old Baubo's coining now; 
She rides upon a farrow bow. 
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CHORUS. 

Honor to her, to whom honor is due ! 8620 

Forward, Dame Baubo ! Honor to you ! 
A goodly sow and mother thereon, 
The whole witch chorus follows anon. 

VOICE. 

Which way didst come ? 

VOICE. 

O'er Ilsenstein ! 
There I peeped in an owlet's nest. 3625 

With her broad eye she gazed in mine ! 

VOICE. 

Drive to the devil, thou hellish pest I 
Why ride so hard ? 

VOICE. 

She has grazed my side, 
Look at the wounds, how deep and how wide ! 

WITCHES (in chorus). 

The way is broad, the way is long ; 3633 

What mad pursuit ! What tumult wide ! 
Scratches th6 besom and sticks the prong; 
Crushed is the mother, and stifled the child. 

WIZARDS (half chorus). 

Like house-encumbered snail we creep ; 
While far ahead the women keep, 3635 

For when to the devil's house we speed, 
By a thousand steps they take the lead. 

THE OTHER HALF. 

"Not 80, precisely do we view it ; — 

They wnth a thousand steps may do it ; 

But let them hasten as they can, 3640 

With one long bound 'tis cleared by man. 

VOICES (above). 
Come with us, come with us from Felsensee. 

• VOICES (from bdow). 

Aloft to you we would mount with glee. 



I 



1 



^ 


1 


I^ 


~ 
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■ 


"We ■wash, and free from all stain are we. 
Yet barren evermore must ha ! 


S645 




1 


BOTH CirOBUSES. 

The wind is liushed, tlie stara grow pale, 
The pensive moon ber light doth veil; 
And whirling on, the magic choir, 
Sputter forth aparks of drizzling fire. 






1 


VOICE (Jrom Mov>). 
Stay! stay! 

VOICE {Jrom above). 
What volco of woe 
Calls from the caverned depths below? 


S660 




1 


VOICE {from below). 
Take me with yon ! Oli, take me too ! 
Three centuries I climb in vain, 
And yet can ne'er the summit gain! 
To be with my kmdred I am fam. 


3655 


1 


1 


Broom and pitchfork, goat and pron^ 
Mounted on these we whirl along; 
"VVho vainly strives to climb to-night, 
Is evermore a luckless wight! 






1 


DEMI-WITCH {below). 

I hobble after, many a day ; 
Already the others are far away! 
No rest at home can I obtain — 
Here too my efforts are in vain I 


3CC0 


1 


1 


Salve gives the witches strength to rise ; 
A rag for a sail does well enough ; 
A goodly ship is every trough ; 
To-night who flies not, never flies. 


3066 




1 


BOTH CHOEDSES. 

And when the topmost peak we round, 
Then aliglit ye on the gi-ound ; 
The heatli's wide regions cover yo 3C70 
With your mad swarms of witchery! 

{They let l/iemselves dovm). 




Bl 
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\. MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I 

\ They crowd and jostle, whirl, and flutter! 

I They wliisper, babble, twirl, and splutter! 

I They glimmer, sparkle, stink, and flare — 

I A true witch-element ! Beware ! 3676 

I Stick close ! else we shall severed be. 

! Where art thou ? 

I 

FAUST {in the distance). 
Here ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Already, whirled so far away ! 
The master then indeed I needs must play. 
Give ground! Squire Voland comes! Sweet folk, 

give ground ! ^^ 
Here, doctor, grasp me ! With a single bound 3680^ 
Let us escape this ceaseless jar ; 
Even for me too mad these people are. 
Hard by there shineth something with peculiar glare, 
Yon brake allureth me ; it is not far ; 
Come, come along with me ! we'll slip in there. 3685 

FAUST. 

Spirit of contradiction ! Lead ! I'll follow straight ! 
'Twas wisely done, however, to repair 
On May-night to the Brocken, and when there, 
By our own choice ourselves to isolate I 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Mark, of those flames the motley glare ! 3690 

A merry club assembles there. 
In a small circle one is not alone. 

FAUST. 

I'd rather be above, though, I must own ! 

Already fire and eddying smoke I view ; 

The impetuous millions to the devil ride ; 3696 

Full many a riddle will be there untied. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Ay ! and full many a one be tied anew. 
But let the great world rave and riot ! 
Here will we house ourselves in quiet. 
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A cuBtora 'tis of ancient date, 3700 

Our lesser worlila witlihi the great world to create! 

Young witches thei-e I see, naked and bare, 

And old ones, veiled more prudently. 

For my sake only courteous be ! 

The trouble's small, the sport is rare. 

Of instruments I hear tlie cursed din — 

One must get used to it ! Come in ! come in ! 

There's now no help for it. I'll atep before, 

And introducing you as my good Enend, 

Confer on you one obligatioa more. 

How say you now ? 'Tis no such paltry roooi ; 

Why only look, you scarce can see the end. 

A hundred fires m rows disperse the gloom ; 

They dance, they talk, they cook, make love, and drink: 

Where could we find aught better, do you think? 3715 



3705 



3710 



To introdocG uB, do yon purpose here 
As devil or as wizard to appear ? 



Though I am wont indeed to strict incognito, 

Yet upon gala-days one must one's orders show. 

No garter have I to distinguish me, 3720 

Nathless the cloven foot doth here give dignity. 

Seest thou yonder snail? Crawling this way she hies ; 

With searching feelers, she, no doubt. 

Hath me already scented out ; 

Here, even if I would, for me there's no disi^'uiao. !J725 

From fire to fire, we'll saunter at our leisuiv. 

The gallant ypu, I'll cater for your pieasurc. 

(To a parti/ seated round some eypiHiig embers.) 
Old gentlemen, apart, why sit yo moping here ? 
Ye in the midst should be of alt this joviid cheiT, 
Girt round with noise and youthful riot ; 3730 

At home one surely has enough of quiet. 



In nations put his trust who may, 
Whate'er for them one may have 



u 
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The people are like women, they 

Honor vour risino' stars alone ! 3735 

MINISTER. 

Too far from truth and right they wander now ; 
I must extol the good old ways, 
For truly when all s})oke our praise, 
Then was the golden age, I trow, 

PARVEXU. 

Ne'er Avere we 'mong your dullards found, 3740 

And what Ave ought not, that we did of old ; 

Yet now are all things turning round. 

Just when we most desired them fast to Jiold. 

AUTHOR. 

"Who, as a rule, a treatise now would care 

To read, of even moderate sense ? 3745 

As for the rising generation, ne'er 

lias youth displayed such arrogant pretence. 

MEPHISTOPHELES 

{suddenly appearing very old)^ 
Since for the last time I the Brocken scale. 
That folk are ripe for doomsday, now one sees ; 
And just because my cask begins to fail, 8750 

So the whole world is also on the lees. 

HUCKSTER-WITCH. 

Stop, gentlemen, nor pass me by. 

Of wares I have a choice collection ; 

Pray honor them with your inspection. 

Lose not this opportunity I 8755 

No fellow to my booth you'll find 

On earth, for 'mong my store there's naught, 

Which to the world, and to mankind. 

Hath not some direful mischief wrought. 

No dagger here, which hath not flowed with blood, 3760 

No bowl, which hath not poured into some healthy 

frame 
Hot poison's life-consuming flood, 
No trinket but hath wrought some woman's shame, 
No weapon but hath cut some sacred tie, 
Or from behind hath stabbed an enemy. 8765 
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ME Pin STOril ELE 9 . 

Gossip ! For wnres like tliese tlie time's gone by. 
Wliat's done is past ! wliat'a past is done f 
With novelties your booth supply ; - 
Now novelties attract alone. 

FAUST. 

Ma^ this wild scene my senses spare ! S' 

This may in truth be called a fair ! 

MEPIUSTOPHELES. 

Upward the eddying concourse throng; 
Thinking to push, thyself art pushed along. 

FAUST. 

"Who's that, pray ? 

mefiiistopheles. 
Mark her well ! That's Lililh. 



Who? 
uefhistofitki.es. 
Adam's first wife. Of her rich locks beware t 3775 
That charm in which she's paralleled by few : 
When in its toils n youth she doth ensnare. 
He will not soon escape, I promise you. 



There sit a pair, the old one with the young ; 
Already they Lave bravely danced and sprung ! 3780 

MEPIIISTOPIIELEB. 

Here there is no repose to-day. 

' ' ; we'll join it, come away ! 

FAUST 

{dancing jcith the young one). 

on came to me ; 

ni a])ple-tree, 
Two beauteous apples charmed mine eyes ; 3785 
I climbed forthwith to reach the prize. 

THE FAIR ONE. 

Apples still fondly ye desire. 
From j^aradise it hath been so. 



Another dance begin 



Once a fair v 
Therein I s 
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Feelings of joy my breast inspire 

That such too in my garden grow. 3790 

MEPHiSTOPHELES (wUh the olA onc)* 

Once a weird vision came to me ; 
Therein I saw a rifted tree. 

It had a ; 

t But as it was it pleased me too. 

j THE OLD ONE. 

\ I beg most humbly to salute 3795 

The gallant with the cloven foot I 
Let him a . . . have ready here, 
If he a . . . does not fear. 

PROOTOPHANTASMIST. ^ 

Accursed mob ! How dare ye thus to meet ? 

Have I not shown and demonstrated too, 8800 

I That ghosts stand not on ordinary feet ? 
! Yet here ye dance as other mortals do ! 

\ THE FAIR ONE {daucing). 

'\ Then at our ball, what doth he here ? 

• FAUST (dancing). 

Oh ! he must everywhere appear. 
He must adjudge, when others dance; 3805 

; If on each step his say's not said. 

So is that step as good as never made. 

He's more annoyed as soon as we advance ; 

If ve would circle in one narrow round, 

As he in his old mill, then doubtless he 3810 

Your dancing would approve, — especially 

If ye forthwith salute him with respect profound ! 

PROCTOPHANTASMIST. 

; Still here ! what arrogance ! unheard of quite ! 

• Vanish ; we now have filled the world with light ! 
Laws are unheeded by the devil's host ; 3815 

\ Wise as we are, yet Tegel hath its ghost ! ^® 

How long at this conceit I've swept with all my might, 
Lost is the labor : 'tis unheard of quite I 
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\. THE FAIR ONE. 
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Cease here to tease us any moxe,! -^t^^. 
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PROCTOPHAXTASMIST. 



■ ■^ 1 ■■■■■ 



Spirits, I plainly to yonr face rleclare : 3820 

No s])iritunl control myself will hear, 
Since my own spirit can exert no sway. 

( The dance continues.) 
To-niojlit, I see, I sliall in naught succeed ; 
But I'm prepared my travels to pursue, 
And hope, before my final step indeed, 3825 

To triumph over bards and devils too. 



MEPHISTOPHELES. ! 

Now in some puddle will he take his station, i 

Such is his mode of seekincr consolation ; ! 

Where leeches feasting on his blood, will drain i 

Spirit and sjMrits from his haunted brain. 3830 

{To Faust, loho has left the dance.) 
But why the charming damsel leave, I i)ray, j 

Who to you in the dance so sweetly sang ? 

FAUST. j 

Ah, in the very middle of her lay, j 

Out of her mouth a small red mouse there sprang. ; 

i 
MEPHISTOPHELES. ; 

Suppose there did ! one must not be too nice : 3835 
'Twas well it was not gray, let that suffice. 
Who 'mid his pleasures for a trifl^e cares ? 

FAUST J 

Then saw I — ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. , 

What ? 

FAUST. 

Mephisto, see'st thou there 
Standing far off, a lone child, pale and fair? 
Slow from the spot her drooping form she tears, 3810 
And seems with shackled feet to move along; 
I own, within me the delusion's strong, 
That she the likeness of my Gretchen wears. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Gaze not upon her ! 'Tis not good ! Forbear ! 

'Tis lifeless, magical, a shape of air, 3845 | 
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An idol. Such to meet with bodes no good ; 
That rigid look of hers doth freeze man's blood, 
1 And well nigh petrifies his heart to stone: — 
The story of Medusa thou hast known. 






FAUST. 

Ay, veril}' ! a corpse's eyes are those, 3850 

Whicli there w^as no fOnd loving hand to close. 
That is the bosom I so fondly pressed, 
That my sweet Gretchen's form so oft caressed ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Deluded fool ! 'Tis magic, I declare ! 

To each she doth his loved one's image wear, 3855 

FAUST. 

What bliss ! what torture ! vainly I essay 

To turn me from that piteous look away. 

How strangely doth a single crimson line 

Around that lovely neck its coil entwine. 

It shows no broader than a knife's blunt edge ! 3860 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Quite right. I see it also, and allege 

That she beneath her arm her head can bear, 

Since Perseus cut it off. — But you I swear 

Are craving for illusion still ! 

Come then, ascend yon little hill ! 3865 

As on the Prater all is gay. 

And if my senses are not gone, 

I see a theatre, — what's going on ? 

SERVIBILTS. 

They are about to recommence ; the play 

Will be the last of seven, and spick-span new — 3870 

'Tis usual here that number to present — 

A dilettanti did the piece invent, 

And dilettanti will enact it too. 

Excuse me, gentlemen ; to me's assigned 

As dilettante to uplift the curtain. 3875 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

You on the Blocksberg I'm rejoiced to find, 

That 'tis your most appropriate sphere is certain. . 
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THE INTERMEZZO. 
"note bt the translatob. 

Ai without Bome key Ihia Mtno is nttevly inconipralieiisihlo to tha 
English rcailnr, a brief notice of some oClhcalliiaiontitcoiiNiiiis is here 
■ahjoiaeil ; llicy are ilwelt npoa at piaster lenjttli in Duntzcr'a niirk. 

It may bo rcj-ttnlDcl as a bind o[ sntiiical jeu d'esoril, anij conaisW of 
a aeries of opisra^a tlirctttil in'iiln-i :i uniriv of false tendencies in 

TUc introductoiy alaniiki aiv rjimli I ll|i.^i il[i> MiilsummerNiElit'i 
Dream, and Wiclanira Obornii In ii-l. Il.lIc liii^ reconciliation nl'llii; 
fairy king and qnecn a grotcsqitc n^vcniblj^'L^ "i li^'ures appeava npon 
the stage. <:oniaionplacc musicians ami liuiiianci-s, havm? no enn- 
ception Ihnt every poem must be an orm^uic uliolc, ai-B satirized as tlie 
bagpipE, tlio embryo spirit, and the little pair. Then follows a so lea 
of cpisrntma, liaving reference to the plaiitic aria, ojiil dii'cetcd againat 

and one-sided view of artistical creatiooa. Niiwlai, tbc sworn enemy 
of ehoata and Jesnila. is introduecd aa the inquisitive traveller, and 
Stolberg, wlio severely crilicized Schiller's jioom, "The Goda of 
Greece," ia sllndcd to in the couplet hcailcd " Uitiioilox." 

H^nninga, llie editor of two litDi-ary jou rnal^ entitled tbe tfusnget, 
and tlic Genius of tlio Age, had attacked ilie Xeuien, a aeries of cpi- 
gr^tma I piibl itched jointlv liy (ioctbc nod Schiller; Goethe, in I'ctalia- 
lian, makes li.m confess' his own unfitness to be a leader of the jd uses, 
BTiil bis veadincss to assign a plaeu on the German Pamoaaus to an;- 
on? v<-ha ivjks willing to bawlo bia authority. Nicolai ai;ain appeara as 
the iuquisitivc traveller, and Lavatcr la aaid lo be alluded to as tbe 
crane. The ntetapbysical philoaonters areneKttheobjectaottbopoct's 
aalirc ; allusion is made to the bitter hostility manifested by the con- 
tcndinf! schools, the eharocteristica of whioh ai-e so well known that it 
is needless Lo dwell upon them here. The pliilosopbcra are ancccedeil 
hy the politicians; (he " kaowin^ ones," n'bri in the mid^st of (xilitical 
revolutions, manage to keep in with the in'iii- |i'v.,.i- i i.utiasted 

with those unfortunate individuals wlm :" ' ' ' -'iiimodate 

tlicmaelvca to UiD now order of ibiniTi. ' i: ;< < also, 

parvenna are raised lo positions of Bmhic ;.■ - iiolaliiii- 

tioa, deprived oftheir hereditary Bplenilui'. .' .' im i. :i.ii[iiiii tlieir 

former difmified position. "Tliomaaaive ui.v-, ij|..,) il.u lucu ofthc 
revolution, the leaders of the people, who, Lcnlle=i ot inicivcuing oh- 
ataclea, mni'ch straiirhl on to their dostined coal. Puck and Ariel, who 
■ ' ■ 'n make their appeamnee, 

. . s fautaatic asacmbla^io bears to Faust is not imme- 
diately olirious. unless, indeed, as Diintzer suggests, the poet meant to 
shadow forth the various distractions with which Meph is taphelcs en- 
deavors to dissipate the mind of Faust, who had tuincd with disj^ust 
from the witch-aoeiety of the BroeltCU. 



WALPURGIS-NIGHT'S DREAM ; 

OB, 

OBERON AND TITANIA'S GOLDEN -WED- 

DING-FEAST. 



INTERMEZZO. 
Theatre, 

MANAGER. 

Vales, where mists still shift and play. 

To ancient hill succeeding, — 
These our scenes ; — so we, to-day, 8880 

May rest, brave sons of Mieding. ^^ 

HERALD. 

That the marriage golden be, 

Must fifty years be ended ; 
More dear this feast of gold to me, 

Contention now suspended. 8885 

OBERON. 

Spirits, are ye hovering near, 

Show yourselves around us I 
King and queen behold ye here, 

Love hath newly bound us. 

PUCK. 

Puck draws near and wheels about, 8890 

In mazy circles dancing ! 
Hundreds swell his joyous shout, 

Behind him still advancing. 
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AIUEI, 








Ariel wakes Iiis dainty air, 

His iyre celestial stringing. — S895 
Fools he iuretJi, and the fair, 

With his celestial siaging. 








OBEEON. 




- 




Wedded ones, would ye agree, 

We court your imitation : 
Would ye fondly love as we, 3900 

We counsel separation. 








TTTASIA, 








If husband scold and wife retort, 

Then bear them far asunder; 
Her to the burning south transpoi-t, 

And him the North Pole under. S905 








TEE WHOIE OBCBESTItA {JbrtlSSimO). 

Flies and midgea all unite 

With frog and chirping cricket, 

Our orchestra throughout the night, 
Resounding in the tliicket 1 








Tonder doth the bagpipe come 1 3910 

Its sack an airy iMibblc. 
Schnick, schnick, schnack, with nasal ham. 

Its notes it doth redouble. 








ESrSKYO SPIRIT. 








Spider's foot and midge's wing, 

A toad in form and feature; 3915 
Tomtlier verses it can string, 

Though scarce a living creature. 








A LITTI.B PAIS. 








Tiny step and lofty bound, 

Througli dew and exhalation ; 
Ye trip it deftly on the ground, 8920 

But gain no elevation. 


' 


^ 
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INQUISITIVE TRAVELLER. 

Can I indeed believe my eyes? 

Is't not mere masquerading? 
What ! Oberon in beauteous guise, 

Among the groups parading ! 3925 

ORTHODOX. 

"No claws, no tail to whisk about, 

To fright us at our revel ; — 
Yet like the gods of Greece, no doubt, 

He too's a genuine devil. 

NORTIIERX ARTIST. 

These that I'm hitting off to-day 3930 

Are sketches unpretending ; 
Towards Italy without delay. 

My steps I think of bending. 

PURIST. 

Alas ! ill-fortune leads me here. 

Where riot still grows louder ; 3936 

And 'mong the witches gathered here. 

But two alone wear powder ! 

YOUNG WITCH. 

Your powder and your petticoat. 

Suit hags, there's no gainsaying ; 
Hence I sit fearless on my goat, 8940 

My naked charms displaying. 

MATRON. 

We're too well-bred to squabble here, 

Or insult ba(*k to render ; 
But may you wither soon, my dear, 

Although so young and tender. 3945 

LEADER OF THE BAND. 

Nose of fly and gnat's proboscis. 

Throng not the naked beauty ! 
Frogs and crickets in the mosses, 

Keep time and do your duty ! 



>^ 



THE TRAGEDY OF FAUST. 

WEATHEBCOCK (towards one side). 
What cliarniing company I view 

Together here collected! 
Gay bachelors, a hopeful crew, 

And brides so unaffected I 

■WEATHEBCOCK (towards the other side) 
UnleBa indeed the yawning ground 

Should open to receive them, 
From this vile crew, with sudden bound, 

To Hell I'd jump and leave them. 



With small sharp shears, in insect guise. 

Behold UB at your revel ! 
That we may tender, filial-wise, 

Oar homage to the devil. 

HENNINGS. 

Look now at yonder eager crew, 
How naivelj' tbey're jesting! 

That they have tender hearts and true, 
They stoutly keep protesting I 



Oneself amid this witchery 

How pleasantly one loses 1 
For witches easier are to me 

To govern than the Muses! 

CI-DETANT GENIUS OF THE AGE. 

With proper folks when we appear, 
No one can then surpass us ! 

Keep close, wide is the Blocksberg here 
As Germany's Parnassus. 

INQUISITIVE TKAVELLEB. 

How name ye that stiff formal man, 
Who strides with lofty paces ? 

He tracks the game where er he can, 
"He scents the Jesuits' tracea," 
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CRANE. 

Where waters troubled are or clear. 

To fish I am delighted ; 
Thus pious gentlemen appear 8980 

With devils here united. 



i WORLDLING. 



By pious people, it is true, 

No medium is rejected ; 
Conventicles, and not a few, 

On Blocksberg are erected. 8985 

DANCER. 

Another choir is drawing nigh, 

Far off the drums are beating. 
Be still ! 'tis but the bittern's cry, 

Its changeless note repeating. 

DANCING-MASTER. 

Each twirls about and never stops, 8990 

And as he can advances. 
The crooked leaps, the clumsy hops, 

Nor careth how he dances. 

FIDDLER. 

To take each other's life, I trow, 

Would cordially delight them ! 3995 

As Orpheus' lyre the beasts, so now 

The bagpipe doth unite them. 

DOGMATIST. 

My views, in spite of doubt and sneer, 

I hold with stout persistence, 
Inferring from the devils here, 4000 

The evil one's existence. 

IDEALIST. 

My every sense rules Phantasy 

W ith sway quite too potential ; 
Sure I'm demented if the I 

Alone is the esaeiitiaY. ^SsRJ^ 
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This entity's a dreadful bore, 
And cannot choose but vex me ; 
w The ground beneath me ne'er before 
Thus tottered to perplex me. 

SUPEBNATURALIST. 

Well pleased assembled here I view 4010 

Of spirits this profusion ; 
From devils, touching angels too, 

I gather some conclusion. 

SKEPTIC. 

The ignis fatuus they track out, 

And think they're near the treasure. 4015 
Devil alliterates with doubt. 

Here I abide with pleasure. 

LEADEB OF THE BAND. 

Frog and cricket in the mosses, — 

Confound your gasconading ! 
Nose of fly and gnat's proboscis ; — 4020 

Most tuneful serenading ! 

THE KNOWING ONES. 

Sans-souci, so this host we greet, 

Their jovial humor showing ! 
There's now no walking on our feet, 

So on our heads we're going. 4025 

TBE AVTKWABD ONES. 

In seasons past we snatched, 'tis true, 

Some tit-bits by our cunning; 
Our shoes, alas, are now danced through, 

On our bare soles we're running, 

WlLL-o'-THE-WISPS. 

From marshy bogs we sprang to light, 4030 

Yet here behold us dancing ; 
The gayest gallants of the night, 

In jfhtt'ring rows advancing. 
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SHOOTING STAR. 

With rapid motion from on high, 

I shot in starry splendor ; 4035 

Now prostrate on the grass I lie ; — 

Who aid will kindly render ? 

THE MASSIVE ONES. 

Room! wheel round ! They're coming ! lo! 

Down sink the bending grasses. 
Though spirits, yet their limbs, we know, 4040 

Are huge substantial masses. 

PUCK. 

Don't stamp so heavily, I pray. 

Like elephants you're treading! 
And 'mong the elves be Puck to-day, 

The stoutest at the wedding ! 4045 

ARIEL. 

If nature boon, or subtle sprite, 
Endow your soul with pinions; — 

Then follow to yon rosy height. 
Through ether's calm dominions ! 

ORCHESTRA (piaiiissimo) , 

Drifting cloud and misty wreathes 4050 

Are tilled with light elysian ; 
O'er reed and leaf the zephyr breathes — 

So fades the fairy vision ! 

A gloomy Day. A Plain, 
Faust and Mephistopheles. 

FAUST. 

In misery ! despairing ! long wandering pitifully on 
the face of the earth and now imprisoned ! This gentk, 
hapless creature, immured in the dungeon as a male- 
factor and reserved for horrid tortures ! That it should 
come to this! To this! — Perfidious, worthless spirit, 
and this thou hast concealed from me ! — Stand ! ay^ 
stand ! roll in malicious rage tVi^ ^vixii^^^ ^^^'^X '^vaxs^ 
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anil defy me with thine insupportable presence! Im- 1 
prisoned ! In hopeless misery 1 Delivered over to the f 
power of evil epirits and the judgment of unpitying 
humanity ! — And me, the while, thou wert lulling with 
tasteless dissipation, concealing from me her growing 
anguish, and leaving her to perish without help ! 406f 

MKPHISTOPUKLES. 

She is not the fii-et. 

FAIT ST. 

Hound ! Execrable monster! — Back with htm, oh, 
thoa infinite spirit ! back with tlic reptile into hia dog's 
shape, in which it was hia wont to trot bofoi-o rae at 
even-tide, to roll before the feet of the bnrmles 
derer, and to fasten on his shouldera when he fell! 
Change him again into his favorite shape, that he may 
crouch on his belly before rae in the dust, whilst 1 
spurn him with my foot, the reprobate ! — Not the first! 
Woe ! Woe ! By no human soul is it conceivable, that 
more than one human creature has ever sunk into a 
depth of wretchedness like this, or that the first in her 
writhing death-agouy, should not have atoned in the 
sight of all-pardoning Heaven, for the guilt of all the 
rest! The misery 01 this one pierces me to the very 
marrow, and harrows up my soul; thou art grinning 
calmly over the doom of thousands ! 4082 

MEPnISTOPUHLES, 

Now we are once again at our wits' end, just where 
the reason of you mortals snaps ! Why dost thou seek 
our fellowship, if thou canst not go through with it ? 
Wilt fly, and art not ])roof against dizziness ? IHd we 
force ourselves on thee, or thou on us? 4087 

PAtlET. 

Cease thus to gnash thy ravenous fangs at me ! I 
loathe thee ! — Great and glorious spirit, thou who didst 
vouchsafe to reveal thyself unto me, thou who dost 
know my very heart and soul, why hast thou hnked 
me with this base associate, who feeds on mischief and 
revels in destruction? 4093 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Hast done ? 

FAUST. 

Save her ! — or woe to thee ! The direst of curses 
on thee for thousands of years ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I cannot loose tlie bands of the avenger, nor with- 
draw his bolts. — Save her ! — Who was it plunged her 
into perdition ? I or thou ? 4099 

FAUST {looks wildly aroimd). 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Wouldst grasp the thunder ? Well for you, poor 
mortals, that 'tis not yours to wield! To smite to 
atoms, the being, however innocent, who obstructs his 
path, such is the tyrant's fashion of relieving himself in 
difficulties ! 

FAUST. 

Convey me thither ! She shall be free ! 4104 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And the danger to which thou dost expose thyself? 
Know, the guilt of blood, shed by thy hand, lies yet 
upon the town. Over the place where fell the mur- 
dered one, avenging spirits hover and watch for the 
returnin<? murderer. 4109 

FAUST. 

This too from thee ? The death and downfall of a 
world be on thee, monster. Conduct me thither, I say, 
and set her free ! 4112 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I will conduct thee. And what I can do, — hear ! 
Have I all power in heaven and upon earth ? I'll cloud 
the senses of the warder, — do thou possess thyself of 
the keys and lead her forth with human hand ! I will 
keep watch ! The magic steeds are waiting, I bear thee 
off. Thus much is in my power. 4118 

FAUST. 

Up and away ! 
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JViff/U. Open cowilry. ^^^H 

Faust. AlEPiiisTorHELES. ^^^H 

{Rushing along on black horses.) ^^^H 

What weave tbey yonder round the Ravenstone ? 4120 ^^^| 

ATE PHIS TOPHELES. ^^^| 

I know not what tbey shape and brew. ^^^| 

They're soaring, swooping, bending, stooping. ^^^H 

MEPIIISTOPIIELES. ^^^H 

A witches' pack. ^^^H 

They charm, they strew. ^^^H 

MEPni5TOPlIEL£S. ^^^H 

On I On! ^H 

J>ungeon. ^^H 

(loitA a iunch of keys wiil a lamp befora a amail iron ^H 
door). I 

A fear unwonted o'er my spirit falls; 4125 

Man's concentrated woe o'erwhelms me here ! 
She dwells immured within these dripijing walls ; 
Her only trespass a delusion dear! 
Thou iingerest at the fatal door? 
Thou droad'st to see hei- face once more? 
On ! While thou dalliest, draws her death-hoiii 
(//e seizes the lock. Singing mtki 

My mother, the harlot,** 

S)ie took niG and slew ! 

My father, the scoundrel. 

Hath eaten mo too ! 

My sweet little sister 

Hath all my bones laid. 

Where soft breezes whisper 

All in the cool shade ! 



41.^0 

"0 



4136 



t_ 

THE TRAGEDY OF FAUST. 179 

Then became I a wood-bird and sang on the spray, 
Fly away ! little bird, fly away ! fly away ! 4141 

FAUST {opening the lock). 

Ah ! she forebodes not that her lover's near. 
The clanking chains, the rustling straw, to hear. 

{He enters.) 

MARGARET 

{hiding Jierface in the bed of straw). 
Woe ! woe ! they come ! oh, bitter 'tis to die ! 

FAUST {softly). 
Hush! hush! be still! I come to set thee free? 4145 

MARGARET {throwing herself at his feet). 
If thou art human feel my misery ! 

FAUST. 

Thou wilt awake the jailer with thy cry ! 

{He grasps the chains to unlock them), 

MARGARET {on her knees). 

Who, headsman, unto thee this power 

O'er me could give ? 

Thou com'st for me at midnight hour. 4150 

Be mercifui^ and let me live ! 

Is morrow's dawn not time enough ? 

{jShe stands up.) 
I'm still so young, so young — 
And must so early die ! 

Fair was I too, and that was my undoing. 4155 

My love is now afar, he then was nigh ; 
Torn lies the garland, the fair blossoms strewed. 
Nay, seize me not with hand so rude! 
Spare me ! What harm have I e'er done to thee? 
Oh, let me not in vain implore ! 4160 

I ne'er have seen thee in my life before ! 

FAUST. 

Can I endure this bitter agony ^ 
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MARGARET. 

I now am at thy mercy quite. 

Let me my babe but suckle once again ! 

I fondled it the livelong night ; 4165 \ 

They took it from me but to give me pain, j 

And now, thev say that I my child have slain. 

Gladness I ne er again shall know. 

Then they sing songs about me, — 'tis wicked of the 

throng — 
An ancient ballad endeth so : 4170 

Who bade them thus apply the song ? 

FAUST 

(throwing himself on the ground). 

A lover at thy feet bends low, 

To loose the bonds of wretchedness and woe. 

MARGARET 

(throws herself beside him). 

Oh, let us kneel and move the saints by ])rayer ! 

Look! look! yon stairs below, 4175 

Under the threshold there, 

Hell's flames are all asclow ! 

Beneath the floor. 

With hideous noise. 

The devils roar ! 4180 

FAUST (aloud), 
Gretchen ! Gretchen ! 

MARGARET (listening). 

That was my loved one's voice ! 

(She springs iip^ the chains fall off.) 

Where is he ? I heard him calling me. 
Free am 1 1 There's none shall hinder me. * 

To his neck Willi fly, 4185 

On his bosom will lie ! 

Gretchen he called ! — On yon threshold he stood 
Amidst all the howling of hell's fiery flood, 
The SCO& and the scorn of its devilish crew, 
The ton es of iis voice, s w eet and \o\ m^, I ku^ w. 41 90 
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FAUST. 



'Tis I ! 



MARGARET. 

'Tis thou ! O say so once again ! 

{JEmhracing him,) 

'Tis he ! 'Tis he ! Where's now the torturing pain ? 

Where are the fetters ? where the dungeon's gloom? 

'Tis thou ! To save me thou art come 1 

And I am saved ! 4195 

Ah'eady now the street I see 

Where the first time I caught a glimpse of thee. 

There too the pleasant garden shade, 

Where I and Martha for thy coming stayed. 

FAUST 

{endeavoring to lead Tier away). 
Come ! come away ! 

MARGARET. 

Oh, do not haste ! 4200 

I love to linger where thou stayest. 

( Caressing him.) 

FAUST. 

Ah, haste ! For if thou still delayest, 
Our lingering we shall both deplore. 

MARGARET. 

How, dearest ! canst thou kiss no more ? 

So short a time away from me, and yet, 4205 

To kiss thou couldst so soon forget ! 

Why on thy neck so anxious do I feel — 

When formerly a perfect heaven of bliss 

From thy dear looks and w^ords would o'er me steal ? 

As thou wouldst stifle me thou then didst kiss I 4210 

Kiss me ! 

Or I'll kiss thee ! {She embraces him.) 

Woe ! woe ! Thy lips are cold, — 

Are dumb I 
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Tliy love where liast thou left? 421f 

Who hath me of thy love hereft ? 

{SAe turns awat/from him.) 



Come ! Follow me, my dearest lot^e, be bold I 
I'll clieriah thee with ardor thousandfold ; 
I but eutreat thee now to follow me ! 



UABGABET 



{turning toinards hitn). 
And art thou he? and art thou really he? 4220 



I 



'Tis I! Oh comel 

MAHGARET. 

Thou wilt strike off my chain, 
And thou wilt take me to thine arras again. 
How comea it that thou dost not shrink from me ? — 
And dost thou know, love, whom thou wouldat set free ? 

FAUST. 

Come! come! already night begins to wane. 4225 

MAKGAKET. 

I sent my mother to her grave, 

I drowned my child beneath the wave. 

Was it not given to thee and me — thee too P 

'Tis thou thyself ! I scarce believe it yet. 

Give me thy hand 1 It is no dream ! Tis trne ! 4230 

Thine own dear hand ! — But how is this ? 'Tis wet !_ 

Quick, wipe it off ! Meseems that yet 

Tliere's blood thereon ! 

All, God 1 What hast thou done ? 

Put up thy sword, 4235 

I beg of thee 1 

FAUBT. 

Oh, dearest, let the past forgotten be ! 
Death is in every word. 

MAKGAKET. 

^o, tboa must linger here in iotyov; t 
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The graves I will describe to thee, 4240 

And thou to them must see 

To-morrow : 

The best place give to ray mother, 

Close at her side my brother, 

Me at some distance lay — 4245 

But not too far away ! 

And the little one place on my right breast. 

Nobody else will near me lie ! 

To nestle beside thee so lovingly, 

That was a rapture, gracious and sweet ! 4250 

A rapture I never again shall prove ; 

Methinks I have to force myself on thee, love, 

And thou dost spurn me, and back retreat — 

Yet 'tis thyself, thy fond, kind looks I see, 

FAUST. 

If thou dost feel 'tis I, then come with me ! 4255 

MARGARET. 

What, there ? without ? 

FAUST. 

Yes, forth in the free air. 

MARGARET. 

Ay, if the grave's without, — if death lurk there! 
Hence to the everlasting resting-place. 
And not one step beyond ! — Thou'rt leaving me ? 
Oh, Henry ! would that I could go with thee I 4260 

FAUST. 

Thou canst ! But will it t Open stands the door. \ 

MARGARET. i 

I dare not go ! I've naught to hope for more. 

What boots it to escape ? They lurk for me ! 

'Tis wretched to beg, as I must do. 

And with an evil conscience thereto ! 4265 

'Tis wretched, in foreign lands to stray ; 

And me they will catch, do V7\i2A.\ tci^l^X 
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FAUST. 

With thee will I abide. 

MARGARET. 

Quick ! Quick ! 

Save thy poor child ! 4270 

Keep to the path 

The brook along, 

Over the bridge 

To the wood beyond, 

To the left, where the plank is, 4275 

In the pond. 

Seize it at once ! 

It fain would rise, 

It struggles still ! 

Save it. Oh, save! 4280 

FAUST. 

Dear Gretchen, more collected be ! 
One little step, and thou art free ! 

MARGARET. 

Were we but only past the hill ! 

There sits my mother upon a stone — 

My brain, alas, is cold with dread ! — 4285 

There sits my mother upon a stone. 

And to and fro she shakes her head ; 

She winks not, she nods not, her head it droops sore ; 

She slept so long, she waked no more ; 

She slept, that we might taste of bliss : 4290 

Ah ! those were happy times, 1 wis ! 

FAUST. 

Since here avails nor argument nor prayer, 
Thee hence by force I peeds must bear. 

MARGARET. 

Loose me ! I will not suffer violence ! 
With murderous hand hold not so fast ! 4295 

I have done all to please thee in the past I 
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FAUST. 

Day dawns. My love ! My love 1 

MAKGARET. 

Yes ! day draws near. 
The day of judgment too will soon appear ! 
It sliould have been my bridal ! No one tell, 
That thou hast been already here. 4300 

Woe to my garland ! 
Its bloom is o'er ! 
We shall meet once more 
But not at the dance. 

The crowd doth gather, in silence it rolls ; 4305 

The squares, the streets. 
Scarce hold the throng. 

s^ The staff is broken, — the death-bell tolls, — 
They bind and seize me ! I'm hurried along, 
To the seat of blood already I'm bound ! 4310 

Quivers each neck as the naked steel 
Quivers on mine the blow to deal — 
The silence of the grave now broods around I 

FAUST. 

Would I had ne'er been born ! 

MEPHiSTOPHELES (appears without). 

Up ! or you're lost. 4316 

Vain hesitation ! Babbling, quaking ! ^^ 
My steeds are shivering, 
Morn is breaking. 

MARGARET. 

What from the floor ascendeth like a ghost ? 

'Tis he ! 'Tis he ! Him from my presence chase ! 4320 

What would he in this holy place ? 

It is for me he cometh I 

FAUST. 

Thou shalt live I 

MARGARET. 

Judgment of God ! To thee nvy ^o\]\\ ^v^^\ 



186 THE TRAGEDY OF FAUST. 

MEPHISTOPHBLES (tO FaUST). 

Come ! come. FU leave thee else to share her doom ! 

mabgabet. 

Father, Fm thine ! Save me ! To thee I come ! 4325 

Ye angels ! Ye angelic hosts ! descend, 

Encamp around to guard me and defend ! — 

Henry ! I shudder now to look on thee ! | 

MEPHISTOPHELES. ] 

She now is judged ! 

^ VOICES (from dbove). 

Is saved ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES (tO FaXTST). 

Come thou with me ! 

{vanishes vrith Faust.) 

VOICE {from within^ dying away), 
Henry! Henry! 4330 
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NOTES TO PART I. 



i 
£ 



BY THE EDITOR. 

1. This Dedication was written, it is supposed, in 1797, seven year^ 
after the "Fragment" of Part I. was published, and twenty-four 
years after the first scenes were written. Several of Goethe's most 
intimate friends, among them his beloved sister Cornelia, had died 
meanwhile. 

2. Literally, "Cheated of beautiful hours by flite." 

3. An allusion to the temporary structures which served for theatres 
when the actors were mostly itinerant companies. 

4. Literally, " when the stream presses toward our booth and with 
repeated violent pains squeezes through the narrow gate of grace." 

5. The three archangels speak in the inverse order of their celestial 
rank. The editor otfci-s the following version of their song in which 
the female rhyme of the original is preserved : — 

RAPHAEL. 

The sun with brother orbs is sounding 

Still, as of old, his rival song, 
As on his destined journey bounding 

With thunder-step he sweeps along. 
The sight gives angels strength though greater 

Than angels' utmost thought sublime, 
And all thy lofty works. Creator ! 

Are gi'and as in creation's prime. 

GABRIEL. 

And ficctly, thought transcending, fleetly 

The earth's green pomp is spinning round, 
And paradise alternates sweetly 

With night tennfic and profound. 
There foams the sea, its broad wave beating 

Against the cliff's deep rocky base, 
And rock and sea away are Meeting 

In everlasting spheral chase. 

MICHAEL. 

And storms with rival fury heaving 

From land to sea, from sea to land, • 
Still as they rave a chain are weaving 

Of linketl eflicacy grand. 
There burning desolation blazes, 

Prccui'sor of the thunder's wav ; 
But, Lord, thy servants own with praises 

The gentle movement of thy day. 

ALL THREE. 

The sight gives angels strength though greater 
Thau angels' utmost thought sublime, 

And all thy loft}^ worksj Creator, 
Are grand as in creation's prime t 

V5\ 



11. Brede, old English for braid, more proper to textile fabrics than 
to metuUic work. The literal rendering is : " the artistically rich splen- 
dor of the many pictures." 

12. Translation of the Easter Song by the editor : 



Out of laborious 
Conflict victorious. 
Hail to the risen ! 
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6. More properly the rogue, or the mischief-maker. 

7. Fancy myself. 

8. Michel de Notre Dame, a French astrologer of the sixteenth 
centuiy. lie published in 1555 a collection of prophecies in verse 
which attracted nuich attention. One of these prophecies predicted 
the death of Henry II. of France which happened soon after. 
Another foretold the downfall of the papacy, which caused his book to 
be placed on the Index expurgatorius. 

9. In floods of life, in action's storm, 
Above, beneath. 
To and fro I am weaving 
Now birth, now death, — 
A deep ever heaving, 
With change still flowing, 
With life all glowing — 
The whirring loom of time I ply. 
And weave the live garment of Deity. 

10. Famulus. A functionary once common in German universities 
where indigent students received tuition and material aid in return for 
services rendered to professors. Wagner is mentioned in the Faust 
legend^as the magician's attendant. Goethe uses him as type of the { 
German pedant, contrasting the idealism of Faust ' :• 



CHORUS OF ANGELS. i 

Christ has arisen ! I 



Joy 1 ye dispirited 

Mortals, whom merited, 

Trailing, inberited . 

Woes did imprison. | 



i 



CHORUS OP WOMEN. f 

Costly devices we had prepared, i 

Shroud and sweet spices, I 

Linen and nard. f 

Wo ! the disaster ! J 

Whom we here laid, } 

Gone is the Master, { 

Empty his bed 1 3 

CHORUS OF ANGELS. \ 

Christ has arisen I 

Loving and glorious, 5 



CHORUS OF DISCIPLES. 

Hath the inhu mated, ? 

Upward aspiring, — i 
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Hath he consummated 
All bis desirin<r ? 
Is he in nascent bliss 
Near to ci-eative joy ? 
Wearily we in this* 
Earthly house si«rh. 
Empty Jind hollow, us 
l-.ei't he unblest ? 
Master, thy followers 
Envy thy rest. 

CHORUS OF ANGELS. 

Christ hath arisen 
Out of corruption's womb ! 
Burst every prison ! 
Vanish death's g:loom ! 
Active in charity 
Praise him in verity ! 
His feast, pi-cpare it ye ! 
His message, bear it ye ! 
His joy, declare it ye ! • 
Then is the Master near, 
Then is he here. 

13. St. Andrew's Ni^ht, the 29th of November, when, according to 
popular superstition, maidens, bv use of certain ceremonies, could ob- 
tain a vision of their future husbands. 

14. Literally, she (the sun) wills to enliven all with color. 

15. The word " scornful " does not express the meaning of Hbhn 
in this passage. . Faust says, ** The applause of the multitude sounds 
to me like mockery.'* 

16. Goethe here uses the jargon of alchemy, with which his youth- 
ful studies had made him acquainted. The *• red lion " is red sul- 
phurct of mercury, called a " suitor bold," on account of the readiness 
with which mercury combines with other metals. The "lily" (lilium 
Paracelci) is antimony. The " bridal bed " is the retort. The "youth- 
ful queen " is the chemical product, the medicine required, 

17. The dog as a form assumed by Mephistopheles figures in the old 
Faust legend. Here he appears to be sent in answer to Faust's invo- 
cation addressed to " spirits of the air." 



18. The Gospel according to St. John was one of the books which 
aiist by his compact with Me 
Hence the uneasiness of the do<r. 



Faiist by his compact with Mephistopheles was forbidden to rcatl. 
"the 



19. Solomon was esteemed in Jewish lore, represented by the Kab- 
bala, a mighty magician. The formula; of conjuration, in a work 
known by the* title " Clavicula Salomouis," were used by medieval 
cxoreists. 

20. The pentagram represents three triangles in one figure, a symbol 
of the Trinity. 

21. This wonderful song is known in German as the lullah^ (Jacl- 
BcfalafeiiiDgs lied) . Its ait consists \n a \*«l\v\Ci SM!CSi,^^«tfiTL ^ali \\s»%«^ 
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22. Tbe editor thus traDslatca Fauat' 
Thoujih the t 



d tUe clcflrolil . „ ., 

Yet curat be beucefurtli all Ibat harrows 
A roasic lure to charm the breast. 



Cur*t liefiii'i 
Witli • ■ 



\i the iDind itseirdeluilesi 
leumnco, nrhoac ilominioa 



Curat ho i 

Its sbon 
Curst all tbat to ambition caters 

With honor an J a tleathloss name! 
Curst nil that as ]>OBBUssiou flatters 

As nifc anil ebild and ifoods and |rame! 
Curst when with hope of^olilen ti'eaaure 

He spurs onr spirits to the Bcbt, 
And cunt be Mammoa wbcn far pli»sarB 

Hb lays the letDptin;; pillow rijint! 
Curat be Ibe erapo^s balsamic potion! 

And curat he love's dcliaiotis thrall ! 
And curst bn hope and Taith's devation ! 

Anil curat be patience more than all I 



24. This ac 

methodsofii — , 

logic and systems of mctaphyaic, for ivbiul 



27. The phrase "Frau Nachtigall " ot 



it wilh (hei) my 
□ tlie poetry of the old 



28. 'Tifl a pity the translator ilid not render the rrlhiin literally ; 

" As IC he hntl love in his body." 

29. Rippach, a country 
pach, a aynonyme for a 
taunted by the mai'e advu 

30. This feat of jugglery is aitribulcd la Albertus Magnns. 

• To wit, tho EasMT Song. 
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81. The satirical allusions in the following scene are too ohscnre to 
admit of satisfactory explanation. It has been surmised that some of 
the utterances of the monkeys are bits at the poorer sorts of writers 
of the day. Faust finds them insipid (ahgeschmackt), but Mephis- 
tophelcs, who delights in what is low, professes himself well pleased 

'. with them. 

■1 

32. Not coarse but broad (breite) that is, thin. Liquors arc said to 

• be " extended ** when their volume is increased by dilution. There 
I may be here an allusion to weak poetry. Goethe in one of his aphor- 

• isms says : " Modern poets put too much water in their ink." 

33. Koskinomancy, or prophesying by the sieve, was an ancient 
method of vaticination. 

34. The translation misses the point of the oriorinal. "They ax*e rid 
of the Evil One, but the evil ones have remained." 

35. A vulgar jest of the German plebs ascribes to the nobility black 
j posteriors. 

36. The Multiplication-table is called in German das Einmaleins, 
\ once one is one. 

37. The King in Thule. {Editor^a translation.) 

• 

i There was a Kin? in Thule, 

I True while lifers breath he breathed % 

To him his mistress duly 
A golden cup bequeathed. 

! That cup — his choicest treasure — 

{ He drained at every bout ; 

{ His eyes ran o*er with pleasure 

Whene'er he drank tnereout. 

His day of life declinincr. 

His towns he reckoned up> 
All to his heira resigning, 

All but the golden cup. 

Once more he held high wassail 

With all his chivalry 
In his ancestral castle, 
I . His castle by the sea. 

The old toper ere he perished 

There drank life's paitintr glow, ^ 
Then flung the cup he cherished 

Into the flood below. 

He saw it plunging, drinking. 

And sinking in the sea; 
His eyes the while were sinking. 

Ne'er another drop drank he. 

38. In the dark passageway or entry of the bouse. 

39. This was done in token of contempt when, on her first marriage, 
the bride was not a virgin. 

40. " You will soon have the satisfaction of lifting the treasure.** 
There went a superstition that the earth contained buried treasures i^ 
which periodically, in iron pots, approaclicd Wi£ ^vscd^A^ ^>aRx^ >^Bssct 
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presence was indicated by a pale flame. Unless lifted by human hands 
they sank back aprain into the earth where they remained until the 
next period arrived. 

41. Dollars coined in Louvain; the German name is Lowen (lion). 
They were stamped with the figure of a lion. 

42. This song is an imitation of the one sung by Ophelia. Hamlet, 
act IV., sc. 5. 

43. Rats were said to be caught by the lure of music. 

44. The night of the first of May was the time assigned by popular 
superstition to the annual meeting of the witches ou tlie Brocken. 
The first of May was also the calendar day of St. Walpurga, who 
came to Germany with Boniface. Hence Walpurgis Night. 

45. The word ti'anslated he-goat, hei*e means the stick on which the 
witches were supposed to ride ; otherwise the line is an improvement on 
the original. 

46. Squire Voland is a popular synonyme for the Devil. 

47. By this term the author satirizes Nicolai, the inveterate ration- 
alist, noted for his zealous polemic against the belief in witchcraft and 
ghosts. 

48. The castle of Tegel, not far from Berlin, had the reputation of 
being ** haunted." 

49. Miedingwasthe name of a favorite theatre-decora*or in Weimar. 

50. This song refers to an old fairy-tale concernin«r a child who was 
killed by her stepmother and afterwards transformed into a bird. 

51. The judge in a German court of justice, when pronouncing a 
sentence of death, breaks a wand. 

52. " Quaking " is too great a sacrifice to rhyme ; the original is 
gattderUf lingermg. 



4 



THE SECOND PART 

OP 

THE TRAGEDY OF FAUST. 



N 






I 



DRAMATIS PERSONS. 






^H 

■L Also I 

Plousure | 



IIelen. 



Ariei,. I Co.mkardeiuk-Chibf. 

EM[>uu<)n. Treasl'rek. 

FuoL {MepMstopkelea). Mabshal. 

ChANOELLOJI. I ASTBOI^UBR. 

Various Ladies, Gentlemen, and pftgea of the Court, 

numerous male anil female masks. 
Scenic. Cliiefly in tlie different apartments and 

Gaiiien of Uie Imperial I'alace. 

Act IL 
Famui,t38. I Wagner. 

Baccalaurecs. I floMi'scn.us. 

Numerous mythical personages und monsters appearing in the 

Classical Walpurgis SighL 
ScKNE. Faust's Study; afterwards the Phareallan Plains. 
Act III. 

;EuPHORro.v, IlELEs'a son. 
i> fMephintopheles). I Panthalls and Chorus of 
Lynceus, the watclniian. I Trojan women. 

KcENB. At Srst the supposed Palace of Menelaus in Sparta; 
afterwards the courtyard of a niedia.'val castle, and finally a 
rocky Uell. 

Act IV, 
The three mighty men; Bully, HAVE<JL^CK, and Holdfast. 

SPEEDIJIIICB. 

The Emperor, and other oHlccrs of his Court, as In Act I. 
Scene. A high mountainous country and the adjacent 
neighborhood, 

Baitois. I The four pray women : Want, 

Philemon. , Guilt, C-inE, and N"EEn. 

A VVanlieber. APENlTEST.fonnerlyilAiiGA- 

Lkmcues. _ I Dit. MABiANUa. 

ChoruBof Angels andPenitents and various Heavenly c.liaraclers. 
(E. Tlie neighborhood of Fai'st'r Palace, afterwards rocky 



heights and the hlglieJ 
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Part IT. 



ACT THE FIRST. 

A pleasing landscape. 

Faust reclining upon flowery turf^ 

restless^ seeking sleep, 

TWILIGHT. 

Circle of spirits^ hovering^ flit around ; — 
graceful^ tiny forms. 

ARIEL. 

Song^ accompanied by ^olian harps. 
When, in vernal showers descending, 
Blossoms gently veil the earth, 
When the field's green wealth, uptending, 
Gleams on all of mortal birth : 
Tiny elves, where help availeth, 5 

Large of heart, there fly apace ; 
Pity they whom grief assaileth. 
Be he holy, be he base. 

Ye ronnd this head on airy wing, careering, 

Attend, in noble Elfin guise appearing ; 10 

Assuage the cruel strife that rends his heart, 

The burning shaft remove of keen remorse, 

From rankling horror cleanse his inmost part : 

Four are the pauses of tht nightly course ; 

Them, without rest, fill up with kindly art. 15 

And first his head upon cool pillow lay. 

Then, bathe ye him in dew from Lethe's stream ; 

His limbs, cramp-stiffened, will more freely play, 

If sleep-refreshed he wait morn's wakening beam. 

« 

Perform the noblest Elfin rite. 
Restore ye him to the holy light ! 
195 
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{siughj, two or more, alternately and toffet/ter). 
Softly when warm galea are stealing 
O'er the green environed ground, 
Twilight sheddeth all concealing 
Mista and balmy odors round : 25 

Whisjiers low sweet ]ieace to mortals, 
Rocks the heart to childlike rest, 
And of daylight shuts the portals 
To these eyes, with care oppressed. 
Night hath now descended darkling, 30 

Holy star is linked to star ; 
Sovereign fires, or faintly sparkling. 
Glitter near and shine afar ; 
Glitter here lake-mirrored, yonder 
Shine adown the clear night sky j 35 

Sealing hi is a of perfect slumber, 
Ileigns the moon's full majesty. 
Now the hours are cancelled ; sorrow, 
II.ip].ine8s, have passed away: 
Whole thou slialt be on tlie morrow ! 40 

Peel it ! Trust tfie new-born day ! 
Swell the hills, frreen grow the valleys, 
In the dusk ere breaks the morn; 
And in silvery wavelets d.illies, 
With the wind the ripening corn, 45 

Cherish hone, Jet naught appall thee ! 
Mni-k the East, with splendor dyed ! 
Slight the fetters that enthrall tliee; 
Fling the shell of sleep aside! 
Gird thee for the high endeavor ; 50 

Shun the crowd's ignoble ease ! 
Fails the noble spirit never. 
Wise to think and prompt to seize. 
(A tremendous tnmtdt announces Hie ■uprising of the 
Sun.) 

ARIEL. 

Hark ! the horal teiiijiest nears ! 

Sounding but for spirit ears, 56 

Xo! the uew-born day appears j 
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Clang the rocky portals, climb 
Phoebus' wheels with thund'rous chime : 
Breaks with tuneful noise the light ! 

Blare of trumpet, clarion sounding, . 60 

Eye-sight dazing, ear astounding! 

Hear not the unheard ; take flight ! 

Into petalled blossoms glide 

Deeper, deeper, still to bide, 

In the clefts, 'neath thickets ! ye, 65 

If it strike you, deaf will be. 

FAUST. 

Life's pulses reawakened freshly bound, 
The mild ethereal twilight fain to greet. 
Thou, Earth, this night wast also constant found, 
And, newly-quickened, breathing at my feet, 70 
Beginnest now to gird me with delight ; 
A strong resolve dost rouse, with noble heat 
Aye to press on to being's sovereign height. 
The world in glimmering dawn still folded lies ; 
With thousand-voiced life the woods resound ; 75 
Mist-wreaths the valley shroud ; yet from the skies 
Sinks heaven's clear radiance to the depths profound ; 
And bough and branch from dewy chasms rise. 
Where they had drooped ere while ih slumber furled ; 
Earth is enamelled with unnumbered dves. 80 

Leaflet and flower with dew-drops are impearled ; 
Around me everywhere is paradise. 

Gaze now aloft ! Each mountain's giant height 
The solemn hour announces, herald-wise; 
They early may enjoy the eternal light, 85 

To us below which later finds its way. 
Now are the Alpine slopes and valleys dight 
With the clear radiance of the new-born day, 
Which, downward, step by step, steals on apace. — 
It blazes forth, — and, blinded by the ray, 90 

With aching eyes, alas ! I veil my face. 

So when a hope, the heart hath long held fast, 
Trustful, still striving towards its highest goal, 
Fulfilment's portals open finds at last ; — 
Sudden from those eternal deptVia do\j\i tc}\ 
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An overpowering flamo; — we stand aghast! 

The torch of lifi; to kindle wo were fain ; — 

A fire-sea, — what a fire ! — doth round us close ; 

Love is it? la it hate? with joy and i)ain. 

In alternation vast, tiiat round us ^ows? 100 

So that to earth we turn our wistful gaze, 

In childhood's veil to shroud us once again! 

So let the sun behind me pour its rays ! 

The cataract, through rocky cleft that roars, 

I view, with growing rapture and amaze. 105 

From fall to fall, with eddying shock, it pours, 

In thousand torreiita to the depths below, 

Aloft in air up-tossing showera of apray. 

]Sut Mce, in splendor burating from the storm, 

Arches itself the many-colored bow, 110 

An ever-cfiangefui, yet continuous form. 

Now drawn distinctly, melting now away, 

Diffusing dewy coolnesx all around ! 

Man's efforts there are glassed, his toil anil strife; 

lieilect, more true the emblem will be found : 115 

This briglit reflected glory ])ictureH life ; 

Imperial Palace. Tfirone-lioom. 

Council of_ Stale, in expeetalion of the Eupeboe. 

TncjiPETs. 

Enter courtiers of every grade, splendidly altired. 

The Empeeob ascends the throne ; to the riyht 

Ike AsTiiOLOoEK. 

EMPEROR, 
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Entangled in thy mantle's flow. 
He tripped upon the stair below; 
The mass of fat they bare away, 
If dead or drunken — wlm can say? 
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SECOND PAGE. 

Forthwith another comes apace, 125 

With wondrous speed to take his place; 

Costly, yet so grotesque his gear, 

All start amazed as he draws near. 

Crosswise the guards before his face, 

Entrance to bar, their halberds hold^ 130 

Yet there he is, the fool so bold. 

MEPHISTOPHELES 

{k7ieeli7ig before the throne). 

What is accursed and gladly hailed ? 

What is desired and chased away ? 

Wliat is upbraided and assailed ? 

What wins protection every day ? 135 

Whom darest thou not summon here ? 

Whose name doth plaudits still command? 

What to thy throne now draweth near ? 

What from this place itself hath banned ? 

EMPEROR. 

For this time thou thy words mayst spare ! 140 

This is no place for riddles, friend ; 

They are these gentlemen's affair, — 

Solve them ! an ear I'll gladly lend. 

My old fool's gone, far, far away, I fear ; 

Take thou his place, come, stand beside me here! 145 

Mephistopheles ascends and places himself at the 

Emperor's left. 

Murmur of the crowd. 

Here's a new fool — for plague anew I 
Whence cometh he ? — How passed he through ? 
The old one fell — he squandered hath. 
He was a tub — now 'tis a lath. 

EMPEROR. 

So now, my friends, beloved and leal, 150" 

Be welcome all, from near and far ! 
Ye meet 'neath an auspicious star ; 
For us above are written joy and 'weaX. 
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But tell me wherefore, on this day, 

When we all care would cast away. 

And don the niaaker's quaint array. 

And naught desire but to enjoy, 

Should we with state affairs ourselves annoy? 

But if ye think it so must be indeed. 

Why, well and good, let ua forthwith proceed I 160 | 

CHANCE I.LOE. 

The highest virtue circles halo-wise 
Our Caesar's brow ; virtue, which from t 
He validly can exercise alone : 
Justice! — What all men love and prize. 
What all demand, desire, and sorely want,. 
It lies with him, this to the folk to grant. 
But ah I what help can intellect command. 
Goodness of heart, or willingness of hand, 
When fever saps the state with deadly power, 
And mischief breedeth mischief, hour by hour? 
To him who downward from this height supreme 
Views the wild realm, 'tis like a troubled dream. 
Where the deformed deformity o'erswaya, 
Where lawlessness, through law, the tyi'ant plays, 
And error's ample world itself displays. ■* 

One steals a woman, one a steer, 
Lights from the altar, chalice, cross, 
Boasts of his deed full many a year. 
Unscathed in body, without harm or loss. 
Now to the hall accusers throng ; 
On cushioned throne the judge presides 
Surgin" meanwhile in eddyin_ 
Confusion waxes fierce and strong. 

lie may exult in crime and shame, 
Who on accomplices depends ; 
Guilty! the verdict they proclaim _ 
When Innocence her cause defends. 
So will the world succumb to ill, 
Add what is worthy perish quite ; 
How then may grow the acnsu which still 
lustracta us to discern the right ? 
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E'en the right-minded man, in time, 
To briber and to flatterer yields ; 
The judge, who cannot punish crime, 
Joins with the culprit whom he shields.— 
I've painted black, yet fain had been 
A veil to draw before the scene. 

JPanse. 

Measures must needs be taken ; when 
All injure or are injured, then 
E'en Majesty becomes a prey. 

FIELD MARSHAL. 

In these wild days what tumults reign I 
Each smitten is and smites again, 
Deaf to command, will none obey. 
The burgher, safe behind his wall. 
Within his rocky nest, the knight. 
Against us have conspired, and all 
Firmly to hold their own unite. 
Impatient is the hireling now. 
With vehemence he claims his due ; 
And did we owe him naught, I trow. 
Off he would run, nor bid adieu. 
Who thwarts what fondly all expect. 
He hath disturbed a hornet's nest ; 
The empire which they should protect. 
It lieth plundered and oppressed. 
Their furious rage may none restrain ; 
Already half the world's undone ; 
Abroad there still are kings who reign — 
None thinks 'tis his concern, not one. 

TREASURER. 

Who will depend upon allies ! 
For us their promised subsidies 
Like conduit-water, will not flow. 
Say, Sire, through your dominions vast 
To whom hath now possession passed ! 
Some upstart, wheresoe'er we go. 
Keeps house, and independent reigns ; 
We must look on, he holds his own ; 
So many rights away we've throwu. 
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Tliat for ourselves no right remaina. 

Oil so-called parties in the state 

There's no reliance, nowadays ; 

Tliey may deal out or blame or praise, 

Indifferent are love and hate. 

The Ghibelline as well as Guelph 

Retire, that they may live at ease ! 

Who helps his neighbor now ? Himi 

Each hath enough to do to please. 

Barred are the golden gates ; while each 

Scrapes, snatches, gathers all within his reach - 

Empty, meanwhile, our chest remains. 

STEWAED. 

What worry must I, also, bear ! 

Our aim each day is still to spare — 

Anil more each day we need ; my pains, 

Daily renewed, are never o'er. 

The cooks lack nothing ; — deer, wild-boar, 

Stags, hares, fowls, turkeys, ducks and geese,— 

Tribute in kind, sure payment, tliese 

Come fairly in, and none complaius. 

But now at last wine fails ; and if of yort 

Up-piled upon the cellar-Hoor, 

Cask rose on cask, a goodly store, 

From the best slopes and vintage; now 

The swilling of our lords, I trow, 

tTnceasinw, drains the very lees. 

E'en the Town-council must give out 

Its liquor; — bowls and cups they seize. 

And 'neath the table lies the drunken rout. 

Now must I pay, whate'er betides ; 

Me the Jew spares not ; he provides 

Anticipation-bonds which feed 

Each year on that which must succeed ; 

The swine are never fattened now; 

Pawned is the pillow or the bed, 

And to the table comes fore-eaten bread. 

EMPEROE 

(after some reflection, to MEpniSTOPHELEs). 
Say, fool, another grievance knoweat thou ? 265 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I, nowise. On this circling pomp to gaze, 

On thee and thine ! There can reliance fail 

Where majesty resistless sways, 

And ready power makes foemen quail ? 

Where loyal will, through reason strong, 270 

And prowess, manifold, unite. 

What could together join for wrong. 

For darkness, where such stars give light ? 

Murmur of the crowd. 

He is a knave — he comprehends — 

He lies — while lying serves his ends — 275 

Full well I know — what lurks behind — 

What next? — Some scheme is in the wind! — 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Where is not somethino: wanting: here on earth ? 

Here this, — there that : of gold is here the dearth. 

It cannot from the floor be scraped, 'tis true ; 280 

But what lies deepest wisdom brings to view. 

In mountain-veins, walls underground. 

Is gold, both coined and uncoined, to be found. 

And if ye ask me, — bring it forth who can ? 

Spirit and nature-power of gifted man. 285 

CHANCELLOR. 

Nature and spirit — Christians ne'er should hear 

Such words, with peril fraught and fear. 

These words doom atheists to the fire. 

Nature is sin, spirit is devil ; they. 

Between them, doubt beget, their progeny, 290 

Hermaphrodite, misshapen, dire. 

Not so with us ! Within our Caesar's land 

Two orders have arisen, two alone. 

Who worthily support his ancient throne : 

Clergy and knights, who fearless stand, 295 

Bulwarks 'gainst every storm, and they 

Take church and state, as their appropriate pay 

Through lawless men the vulgar herd 

To opposition have of late been stirred ; 

The heretics these are, the wizards, who SQCi 

The city ruin and the country too. 
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"With tliy bold jests to this liigh sphere, 
Siiuh miscreants will smiigf^le in ; 
Hearts reprobate to you are deal- ; 
They to the fool are near of kin. 



Herein yoar learned men I recognize ? 
What yoa touch not, miles distant from you lies ; 
What you grasp not, is naught in sooth to you ; 
What you count not, cannot you deem be true ; 
" What yon weigh not, that hath for you no weight ; 310 
What you coin not, you're sure is counterfeit- 
Therewith 
What meaneth thoti with this thy Lcnt-ad dress ? 
I'm tired of this eternal If and How. 
'Tia gold we iaok ; so good, procure it thou 1 315 

MEPHIBTOPHELE8. 

I'll furnish more, ay, more than all you ask, 

Though light it seem, not easy is the task. 

There lies the gold, but to procure it thence, 

That is the art : who knoweth to commence ? 

Only coneider in those days of teri'or, 320 

When human floods swamped land and folk together. 

How every, one how great soe'er his fear. 

All that he treasured most, hid there or here ; 

So was it 'neath the niiglity Roman's away, 

So on till yesterday, ay, till to-day : 325 

That all heneath the soil atill buried lies — 

The soil is Cieear's, his shall be the prize. 

TREASUREB. 

Now for a fool he speaketh not amiss ; 

Our Cssar'a ancient right, in sooth, was this. 

CHANCELLOR, 

Satan for yon spreads golden snares; 'tis clear, 330 
Something not right or pious worketh here. 

STEWARD. 

To us at court if welcome gifts he bring, 
A little wrong is no Huch aevious thing. 
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FIELD MARSHAL, 

Shrewd is the fool, he bids what all desire ; 

The soldier, whence it comes, will not inquire. 335 

MEPHISTOPHELE S. 

You think yourselves, perchance, deceived by me ; 
Ask the Astrologer ! This man is he ! 
Circle round circle, hour and house he knows. 
, Then tell us, how the heavenly aspect shows. 

Murmur of the crowd, • 

Two rascals — each to other known — 340 

Phantast and fool — so near the throne; 

The old, old song, — now trite with age, 

The fool still prompts — while speaks the sage, 

ASTROLOGER 

' {speaks^ MEPHisTOPHELB8jt>romp^5). 

The sun himself is purest gold ; for pay 

And favor serves the herald, Mercury; 345 

Dame Venus hath bewitched you from above, 

Early and late, she looks on you with love ; 

Chaste Luna's humor varies hour by hour; 

Mars, though he strike not, threats you with his pow^r ; 

And Jupiter is still the fairest star ; 350 

Saturn is great, small to the eye and far ; 

As metal him we slightly venerate. 

Little in worth, though ponderous in weight. 

Now when with Sol fair Luna doth unite, 

Silver with gold, cheerful the world and bright 1 355 

Then easy 'tis to gain whate'er one seeks ; 

Parks, gardens, palaces, and rosy cheeks ; 

These things procures this highly learned man« 

He can accomplish what none other can. 

EMPEROR. 

Double, methinks, his accents ring, 360 

And yet they no conviction bring. 

Murmur, 

Of what avail ! — a worn-out tale — 

Calendery — and chemistry — 

I the false word — full oft have heard — 

And as of yore — we're hoaxed oxlq.^ TCkSst^* '^i^ 
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The i^anfl discovery they misprize, 
Aa, in nmaze, they stand around ; 
One prates of gnornea and BOrcerieB, 
Another of the sable hound. 

Wliat matters it, tlioiigh witlings rail, 370 

Though one hia suit 'gainst witchcraft press. 
If his sole tingle none the less, 
It his Bnre footing also fail ? 
Ye of all swaying Natnre fee! 

The secret working, never-ending, 375 

And, from ber lowest depths up-tending. 
E'en now her living trace doth steal. 
]f sudden cramps your limbs surpi-ise. 
If all uncanny seem the spot- 
There dig and delve, but dally not ! 380 
There lies the fiddler, there the t " ' 



Murmur. 
lake lead it lies my foot about — 
Cramped is my arm — 'tis only gout — 
Twitchiiigs I have in my great toy — 
Down all my l>ack Gtrange pains I know ; 385 
Such indications make it clear 
That aunileas treasuries are here. 

EMPEKOIt. 

To work — the time for flight is past. — 

Put to the test your frothy lies ! 

These treasures bring before our eyes 1 390 

Sceptre and sword aside I'll cast. 

And with these royal hands, indeed, 

If thou lie not, to work proceed. 

Thee, if thou lie, I'll send to belli 

MEPHIBTOPIIEI^S, 

Thitherto find the way I know full well!— 895 

Yet can I not enough declare, 

What wealth unowned lies waiting everywhere : 

The countryman, who ploughs the land, 

Giold-crocks upturneth with the mould; 

iJitre ho seeks in luuc-walls old, 400 
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And findeth, in his meagre hand, 

Scared, yet rejoiced, rouleaus of gold. 

How many a vault upblown must be, 

Into what clefts, what shafts, must he 

Who doth of hidden treasure know, 405 

Descend, to reach the world below I 

In cellars vast, impervious made, 

Goblets of gold he sees displayed. 

Dishes and plates, row after row ; 

There beakers, rich with rubies, stand ; 410 

And would he use them, close at hand 

Well stored the ancient moisture lies ; 

Yet — would ye him who knoweth, trust? — 

The staves long since have turned to dust, 

A tartar cask their place supplies ! 415 

Not gold alone and jewels rare, 

Essence of noblest wines are there, 

In night and horror veiled. The wise, 

Unwearied here pursues his quest. 

To search by day, that were a jest ; 420 

'Tis darkness that doth harbor mysteries. 

EMPEROR. 

What can the dark avail ? Look thou to that ! 

If aught have worth, it cometh to the light. 

Who can detect the rogue at dead of night ? 

Black are the cows, and gray is every cat. 425 

These pots of heavy gold, if they be there — 

Come, drive thy plough, upturn them with thy share ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Take spade and hoe thyself; — dig on — 

Great shalt thou be through peasant toil — 

A herd of golden calves anon 430 

Themselves shall tear from out the soil ; 

Then straight, with rapture newly born. 

Thyself thou canst, thy sweetheart wilt adorn. 

A sparkling gem, lustrous, of varied dye, 

Beauty exalts, as well as majesty. 435 

EMPEROR. 

To work, to work ! How long \vil\. \\w^<et^ 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Sire, 

Relax, I pray, such vehement desire ! 
First let us see the motlej', joyous show ! 
A mind distraught conducts not to the fjoal. 
First must we calmness win through self-control, 440 
Tlirough things above deserve what lies below. 
Wlio seeks for goodness, must himself be good ; 
Wlio seeks for joy, must moderate his blood ; 
Who wine desires, the luscious grape must press; 
Who craveth miracles, more faith possess. 445 

EMPEROE. 

So be the interval in gladness spent I 
Ash- Wednesday cometli, to our hearts' content. 
Meanwhile we'll solemnize, whate'er befall, 
More merrily the joyous Carnival, 

( Trumpets. Exeunt.) 

SIEPniSTOPHELES. 

TJiat merit and success are linked together, 450 

Tills to your fools occurreth never ; 
Coidd they ap]iropriatc the wise man's stone, 
That, not the wise man, they would prize alono. 

A spacious IfaU, with atpoining apartments, arranged 
and decorated for a masquerade. 

BE BALD. 

Think not we hold in Germany our revels; 
Where dances reign of death, of fools and devils ; 455 
You doth a cheerful festival invite. 
Our Cieaar, Romeward turning his campaign, 
Hath — for liis profit, and for your deliglit — 
Crossed the high Alps, and wqn a fair domain. 
Betui-o the sacred feet bowed down, 4C0 

His right to reign he first hath sought, 
And when he went to fetch his crown. 
For ua the fool's cap hath he brougjit. 
Now all of us are born anew ; 

And every world-experienced man 465 

Draws it ni comfort over head and ears, 
A fool beneatli it, he appears, 
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And plajrs the sage as best he can. 

I see them^ how they form in groups, 

Now they pair off, now wavering sever ; 470 

Choir now with choir together troops, 

Within, without, unwearied ever! 

The world remain eth as of yore, 

With fooleries, ten thousand score, 

The one great fool forevermore ! 475 

GARDEN-GIRLS, 

Song, accom^yanied by mandolifis* 

That to us ye praise may render, 
Decked are we in festive sort ; 
Girls of Florence, we the splendor 
Follow of the German court. 

Many a flower, we. Flora's vassals, 480 

In our dark brown tresses wear ; 
Silken threads and silken tassels. 
Play their part and grace our hair. 

For we liold ourselves deserving, 
All your praises, full and clear ; 485 

Since our flowers, their bloom preserving. 
Blossom through the live-long yean 

Cuttings divers-hued were taken. 

And arranged with symmetry; 

Piece by piece they mirth awaken,. 490 

Yet the whole attracts the eye. 

Garden-girls and fair to look on, 

Fittingly we play our j)art ; 

For the natural in woman. 

Closely is allied to art. 495 

HERALD. 

Now from baskets richly laden. 

Which, upon her head and arm, 

Beareth every lovely maiden. 

Lot each choose what each doth charm! 

Hasten yo, till bower and alley, 500 

As])ect of a garden bears ! 

Worthy are the crowds to dally 

Round the sellers and their watea. 
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G A It n EN-GIRLS, 

In lliia mart your floivei"s iin screening, 
Chea)>eii not, as thorn you bIiow ! 
With brief words, but full of mcnning, 
What he hath, let each one know. 

OtrVE-BKASCH (wUh fruU). 

I of blossoms envy none, 
Quarrels stiidionsly I shun ; 
'J'hey against my natni-e arc : 
Jilarrow of the land, in sooth 
Pledjre I am of peace and ruth, 
To all rt^ions near and far, 
]ie it my gootl fortune now 
To SLlorn the loveliest brow. 

wiieat-wukati! {(jolden). 
Ceres' gift sweet peace expressing, 
, Would enhance thy charms; be wiwi! 
What is useful, rich iu blessing, 
Ab thy best adornment ])rize ! 



Colored flowers, from moss oiit-pcering, 
Mallow-like, a wondrous show — 
Not in Nature's guise ap]>earin";. 
Fashion 'tis that makes them blow. 

FANCY-NOSEGAY. 

TheophastuB woidd not venture 
Names to give to flowers like these. 
Yet, though some perchance may ccusi 
Many still, I lioi)e to please. 

Wlio to wreathe her locks permits me 
Straight shall win a heightened grace, 
Or who near her heart admits me, 
Finding on her breast a place. 

rilAIXENGE. 

Be your motley fancies moulded. 
For the fashion of the day. 
Nature never yet unfolded 
Wonders half so strange as they ? 
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Golden bells, green stalks, forth glancing 
From rich locks, their charm enhancing. 
But we — 

ROSEBUDS. 

hide from mortal eves. 
Happy he who finds the prize I 
When draws nigh once more the summer, 640 
Rosebuds greet the bright new-comer. 
Who such happiness would miss ? 
Promise, then fulfilment, — this » 

Is the law in Flora's reign, 
Swayeth too sense, heart, and brain. 645 

The flower-girls tastefiiUy arrange tkeir wares under 

green^ leafy arcades^ 

GARDENERS. 

Song^ accompanied by Theorbos. 

Mark the blossoms calmly sprouting, 
Charmingly to wreathe your brow ; 
Fruits will not deceive, I trow, 
Taste, enjoy them, nothing doubting. 

Magnum bonums, cherries, peaches, 560 

Faces offer sun-embrowned ; 

Buy, poor judge the eye is found ; — 

Heed what tongue, what palate teaches. 

Luscious fruits to taste invite them 

Who behold these rich supplies ? 655 

We o'er roses poetize ; — 

As for apples, we must bite them. 

Let us now, with your good pleasure, 

Join your youthful choir, in pairs; 

And beside your flowery wares, 660 

Thus adorn our riper treasure, 

Tender leaf-adorned bowers, 

'Mid the merry windings haste; 

Each will find what suits his taste; 

Buds or leafage, fruit or flowers. 565 

Amid alternate songs^ accompaiiied by guitars and 
Theorbos^ tJie two choruses proceed to arra-age tKeivt 
wares, terro^e^wise^ and to offer tKera for solfc. 
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MOTiiKR and dacuiitee. 

Maiden, when thou cam'st to light, 

Full tlij- tender form of gi-ace; 

In its tiny hood bedight, 

Lovely was thy infant face. 

Then I thought of thee with pride 570 

Of some wealthy youth the bride. 

Taking as hia wife thy place. 

Ah t full many a year in vain- 
All unused away have passed j 

Of the suitor's motley train 575 

Quickly hath gone by the last ! 

Thou with one didst gaily dance, 

One didst seek with quiet glance, 

Or sly eibow-touch, to gain. 

All the fetes that we might plan, 580 

Vainly did we celebrate ; 

Games of forfeit, or third man, 

Fruitless were, they brought no mate ; 

Many a fool's abroad to-day, 

Dear one, now thy charms display, 585 

One thou may est attach though late. 
Girlish jilai^fellows, young andbeantiful, enter andjoin 
the groups ; loiid confidential chatting ia heard. 
Ji'ishera and bird-catchers with neta,Jishing-rods, 
limed twigs, and other gear, enter and mingle with 
the maidens. Meci^^rocal attempts to win, to catch, 
to esaape, and hold fast, gioe occasion to most 
affreeaole dialogues. 



WO0D-CUTTER3 

(enter, botsteroii 
Place ! Give place ! 
We must have space ! 
Trees we level, 
Down they fall. 
Crashing to the ground ; 
As we bear them forth. 
Blows we deal around. 
To our praise, be sure ; — 
This proclaim aVoad ■, -~ 
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Labored not the boor, 

Where were then the proud I 

How in idless revel 

Could they at their ease I 

Never then forget, — 600 

If we did not sweat. 

That ye all would freeze. 

PUNCHINELLOS 

{awkward and foolish). 

Fools are ye, poor hacks ! 

Born with curved backs. 

Prudent ones are we, 605 

From all burdens free ; 

For our greasy caps. 

Our jerkins and our traps 

We bear riglit easily. 

Forthwith at our leisure, 610 

We with slippered feet, 

Saunter at our pleasure, 

On through mart and street, 

Standing still or going, 

At each other crowing ; 615 

When the folk around 

Gather at the sound, 

Slipping then aside, 

Frolicking together. 

Eel-like on we glide. 620 

And we care not whether 

Ye applaud or blame ; 

To us tis all the same, 

PARASITES {flattering — lustful). 

Porters brave, and you. 

Charcoal-burners true, 625 

Kinsmen, ye indeed 

Are the men we need. 

Bowings low, 
Assenting smiles, 
Long-drawn phrases, 
Crooked wiles. 
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Double-breath, 








TliUt as you please, 








Blows hot or cold ; 








What profit thesef — 


685 






Down fi-oni heaven 








Must fire be given. 








Vast, enormous. 








If, to warm us. 








We no coal had got. 


640 






Nor of logs a heap, 








Warm our hearth to keep, 






^^^U Our furnace to make hot. 






^^^1 Tliere is roasting, 






^^^1 There is brewing. 


645 




^^^1 Tliere is toasting, 






^^^1 Tlicre is stewing, 






^^^1 Your truo taster 






^^^H Licks tlte disli; 






^^H Sniffs the roast, 


650 




^^H Foi-cbodes the fish ; 




,, 


^^H These for great deeds make him able 




i 


^■1 Seated at his patron's table. 






DKUNEKN MAM (JiariM^ consctotts). 


1 E 




Naught to-day shall mar my pleasure! 








Frank I feel myaolf and free ; 


655 






Cheerful songs and jovial leisure, 








Both I hither bring with me; 
Therefore drink if Drink ye, drink! 














Strike your glasses ! Clink ye, clink I 








You behind there join the fun! 


660 






Strike your glassus ; so, 'tis done ! 








Let my wife, shrill-tongued, assail me, 








Sneering at my colored vest. 








And, despite my vaunting, hail me 








Fool, like masquei-artcr dressed ; 

Still I'll drink? Come, drink ye, drink! 


665 












Strike your glasses ! Clink yo, clinkl 








Fools in motley, join the fun ! 


1 


/ 


Strike your glasses ; so, 'tis done I 


J 


m ^mm^ 
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Here rm blest whoever chooses 670 

Me, as erring, to upbraid : 

If to score mine host refuses. 

Scores the hostess, scores the maid ; 

Always drink I ! drink ye, drink ! 

Up, my comrades ! clink ye, clink ! 675 

Each to other ! Join the fun ! 

To my thinking now 'tis done ! 

From this place there's now no flying. 

Here where pleasures are at hand : 

Let me lie, where I am lying, 680 

For I can no longer stand. 

CHORUS. 

Brothera all, come drink ye, drink ! 

One more toast, now clink ye, clink! 

Firmly sit on bench and board ? 

'Neath the table lie who's floored ! 685 

The Herald announces various poets^ the Poet of 
Nature^ Court-singers^ and Ritter -singers^ teiider as 
well as enthusiastic. In tlie throng of competitors of 
every ki)id none ^cill alloto the others to be heard. 
One sneaks past with afexo words. 

SATIRIST. 

Know ye what would me to-day, 
The poet, most rejoice and cheer ? 
If I dared to sing and say, 
That which none would like to hear. 

Poets of Night a?id of the /Sepulchre se^idajwlogies^ inas- 
much as they are engaged in a most interesting con- 
versation %cith a neidy-aHsen Vamjnre^ wherefrom 
a new kind of poetry may perlmpshe developed ; the 
Herald must admit the excuse^ a?id meanwhile sum- 
mons the Greek Mythology^ which^ though in modem 
masks, loses neither character nor charm. 

Thb Graces, 
aolaia. 
Charm we bring to life, and grace ; 
In your gifts let both have ^la^^l 
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HEGEMONY. 

In receiving let the twain, 

Preside ! T'is sweet our wish to gain. 

EUPHROSYNE. 

And when benefits you own 

Chiefly be these graces shown ! 695 

The Fates. 

ATROPOS. 

I, the El<^^6st, am from yonder 
Realm invited, here to spin. 
Much to think of, much to ponder, 
Lieth life's frail thread within. 

That it pliant be and tender, 700 

Finest flax to choose be mine ; 
That it even be and slender, 
Must the cunning finger twine. 

If of festive dance and pleasure 

Ye too wantonly partake, 705 

Think upon this thread's just measure 

be cautious ! It may break I 

CLOTHO. 

Know ye, to my guidance lately 

They the fateful shears confide. 

By our elder's doings greatly 710 

None in sooth were edified. 

Spinnings, to no issue tending. 

Forth she drew to air and light ; 

Threads of noblest promise rending, 

Down she sent to realms of night. 715 

While a novice still in reigning, 

1 too erred in by-gone years ; 
But to-day, myvself restraining. 
In the sheath I plunge my shears. 

Fain I am to wear the bridle, 720 

Kindly I this j)lace survey ; 
In these seasons, gay and idle. 
Give your revelry full play 1 



\ 
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LACHESIS. 

Reason's laws alone obeying, 

Order was to me decreed. 725 

Mine the will that, ever-swaying, 

Never errs through over-speed. 

Threads are coming ; threads are going ; 

Each one in its course I guide, 

None permit I overflowing, 730 

From its skein to swerve aside. 

Were I only once to slumber ! — 

For the world my spirit quakes ; 

Years we measure, hours we number, 

And the hank the weaver takes. 735 

HERALD. 

How versed soe'er in lore of ancient fame, 
Those who are coming now ye would not know ; 
Gazing upon these workers of much woe, 
Them, as your welcome guests, ye would proclaim. 

The Furies these, — none will believe us ; — kind, 740 
Graceful in figure, pretty, young, and fair ; 
If their acquaintance ye would make, beware ; 
How serpent-like such doves can wound, ye'll find. 

Cunning they are, yet now, when every clown 
Boastful, his fallings shuns not to proclaim, 745 

They too, desiring not angelic fame. 
Own themselves plagues of country and of town. 

ALECTO. 

What help for you ? Since young we are and fair, 
Ye in such flattering kittens will confide I 
Has any here a sweetheart to his side, 750 

Stealing, we gain his ear, until we dare 

To tell him, face to face, she may be caught 
Winking at this or that one ; that 'tis plain. 
She halts, is crooked-backed, and dull of brain, 
And, if to him betrothed, is good for naught. 755 

To vex the bride doth also tax our skill : 
We tell what slighting things, some weeks agone, 
Her lover said of her, to such an one. — 
They're reconciled, yet something raiildfc^ ^^« 
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That's a more jest! Let them be matcil, then 760 

I go to work, and e'en the fairest joy, 

In every case can throagh caprice destroy. 

The hours are ciiangeful, changefnl too are men. 

What was desired, once grasped, its charm hath lost; 

Who firmly holds the madly longed-for ]irize, 765 

Straight for some other blessing fondly sigha ; 

The sun he flieth, and would warm the frost. 

How to arrange, I know, in such affairB ; 

And here Asmodi lead, my comrade true, 

At the right time mischief abroad to strew ; 770 

And so destroy the human race in pairs. 



Poison, steel, I mix and whet, 

Words abjuring, — for the traitor; — 

Lov'st thou others, sooner, later, 

Ruin shall o'erwhelni thee yet. 775 

All transformed to gall and foam 

Is the moment's sweetest feeling ! 

Jlere no higgling, liere no dealing! 

Sinned he hath, his sin comes home. 

Let none say : " Forgiveness cherish ! " 780 

To the rocks my cause I bring; 

Hark! Revenge, the echoes ring! 

Who betrayetli, be must perish ! 

HERALD. 

Now may it please yon, to retire I>ehind ; 

For what now eometh is not of your kind. — 785 

Ye see a mountain press the crowd among, 

Its flanks with brilliant carpet proudly hung; 

With lengthened tusks, and senxMit-trnnk below, 

A mystery, but I the key will show. 

Throned on his neck a gentle lady rides, 790 

With a fine wand his onward eourse she guides. 

Aloft the other stands, of stately height, 

Gilt witli a splendor that o'erpowers the sight ; 

Reside him, cJiained, two nnbie dames draw near; 

Baii is tlie one, the other blithe of cheer 795 
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805 



810 



The one for freedom yearns, the other feels she's free. 
Let them declare in turn who they may be I 



FEAR. 

Torches, lamps, with lurid sheen, 
Through the turmoil gleam around ; 
These deceitful forms between, 
Fetters hold me firmly bound. 

Hence, vain laughter-loving brood! 
I mistrust your senseless grin ! 
All my foes, with clamor rude, 
Strive to-night to hem me in. 

Friend like foeman would betray me. 
But his mask I recognize ; 
There is one who fain would slay me, 
Now, unmasked, away he hies. 

Ah, how gladly would I wander 
Hence, and leave this lower sphere ; 
But destruction, threatening yonder. 
Holds me 'twixt despair and fear. 

HOPE. 

Hail ! Beloved sisters, hail ! 
If to-day and yesterday 
Ye have loved this masking play, 
Yet to-morrow, trite the tale. 
Will vour masks aside be thrown ; 
And if 'neath the torches' glare, 
We no s]>ecial joy have known, 
Yet will we, in daylight fair. 
Just according to our pleasure, 
Now with others, now alone. 
Wander forth o'er lawn and mead ; 
Work at will, or take our leisure. 
Careless live, exempt from need; 
And at last we'll aye succeed. 
Everywhere, as welcome guest. 
Step we in, with easy mind ; 
Confident that we the best 
Somewhere, certainly, may find. 
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825 
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PRriiENCE. 

Fear and liope in chains thus guiiling, 
Two of man^a chief ioen, 1 hur 
From the thronging crowds — dividing, 
Clear the way ; — now saved ye are ! 

I this live coloBse am leading, 
Which, tower-laden, as ye gaze 
Unfatigued ia onwai-d speeding, 
Step by step, up steepest waya. 

But, with broad and rapid pinion, 
From tlie battlement on hi»h. 
Gazing on her wide dominion, 
Turneth that divinity. 

Fame, around her,bright and glorious, 
Shining on all sides one sees : 
Victory her name, — victorioue 
Queen of all activities. 

ZOILO-THERSITE 8. 

Bahl Bah! The very time I've hit! 

You all are wrong, no doubt of itl 

Yet what I make my special aim 

Is victory, yon stately dame. 

She, with her snowy wings, esteems, 

Herself an eagle, and stiU deems 

That wheresoe'er she bends her sight, 

Peoples and lands are hers by right I 

But, where a glorious deed is done. 

My harness straight I buckie on ; 

Where high is low, and low is high, 

The crooked straight, the straight awry — 

Then only am I wholly sound; 

So be it on this earthly round. 

HEKALD. 

So take thou then, thou ragged liound. 
From my good staff, a master blow 1 
There crouch and wriggle, bending low I 
The double dwarfish form, behold, 
JtseU to a vile ball hath rolled ! 
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The ball becomes an egg I — strange wonder! 

It now dilates and bursts asunder : 

Thence falleth a twin-pair to earth, 

Adder and bat ; — a hideous birth ; 870 

Forth in the dust one creeps, his brother 

Doth darkling to the ceiling flee ; 

Outside they haste to join each other — 

The third I am not fain to be ! 

Murmur. 

Come on ! Behind their dancing — No, 875 ^ 

Not I, from hence I fain would go — 

Dost thou not feel the spectral rout 

Is flitting everywhere about ? 

It whistled right above my hair — 

Close to my feet, — I felt it there — 880 

No one is hurt — 'tis not denied, — 

But we have all been terrified — 

Wholly the frolic now is ended — 

'Tis what the»brutish pair intended. 

HERALD. 

Since on me, at festive masque, 885 

Laid hath been the Herald's task, 

At the doors I watch with care. 

Lest aught harmful, unaware. 

Creep into this joyous space ; 

I n'or waver, nor give place. 890 

Yet I fear, the spectral brood. 

Through the window may intrude, 

And from trick and sorcery, 

I know not how to keep you free. 

First the dwarf awakened doubt, 895 

Now streams in the spectral rout. 

I would show you herald-wise, 

What each figure signifies. 

But what none can comprehend 

I should strive to teach in vain. 900 

All must help me to explain ! — 

Through the crowd behold ye it wend; — 

A splendid car is borne along 

By a team of four ; the throng X 
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[PAKT II. 




Ib not parted, nor cloth reign 


905 




Tumult round the stately wain ; 






Bright it glitters from afar; 






Sliineth many a motley atar; 






As from magic-lantern cast ; 






On it snorts with atorniful blast. — 


910 




I needs must shudder ! Clear the way ! 






8tay your wings, ye coursers, slay ! 






Own the bridle's wonted sway ! 






Rein yourselves, as you I rein ; 






When I prompt you, rush amain! — 


815 




Honor we this festal ground. 






See how press the folk around. 

Ring in ring, with wondei'ing eyes. — 










Herald, as thy wont is, rise ; 






From you ere we flee afar, 


920 




Tell our name, our meaning show? 






Since we allegories are, 






'Tis thy duty us to know. 






HERALD. 

I cannot guess how I should name thee ; 






1 to describe thee should prefer. 


925 




IIOV-CHAKIOTEKK. 






So, try it then? 


, 




HERALD. 






We must proclaim thee, 






Firstly to be both young and fair ; 






A half-grown boy ; — yet women own 






They fain would see thee fully grown ; • 






A future wooer seomest thou to me, 


930 




A gay deceiver out and out to be. 






BOT-CHARTOTKER. 






Not hadly spoken t Pray jiroceed ! 






The riddle's cheerful meaning strive to read 






HERALD. 

Thiup eyes swart flash, thy jewelled bandlet 


Blowing 




StuiTike, amid thy night-like hair; 


035 


_i 


^ ^Hk. 


i 
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And what a graceful robe dost wear, 

Down from thy shoulder to thy buskin flowing, 

With purple hem and fringes rare ! 

Thee as a girl one might misprize ; 

Yet thou, for weal or woe, wouldst be, 940 

E'en now of worth in maiden's eyes ; 

Thee they would teach the ABC. 

BO Y-CH A RIOTEER. 

And he whose stately figure gleams 
Enthroned upon his chariot wain ? 

HERALD. 

A monarch, rich and mild, he seems ; 945 

Happy who may his grace obtain, 

Henceforth 'they've naught for which to strive! 

His glance discerns if aught's amiss. 

Greater his pleasure is to give. 

Than to possess or wealth or bliss. 950 

BOY-CHARIOTEER. 

Suspend not here thy words, I pray. 
Him thou more fully must portray. 

HERALD. 

Tlie noble none can paint. Yet there 

Glows the round visage, Hiale and fair. 

Full mouth, and blooming cheeks, descried 955 

Beneath the turban's jewelled pride; 

What ease his mantle folds display ! 

What of his bearing can I say ? 

As ruler seems he known to me. 

BOY-CHARIOTEER. 

Plutus, the god of wealth is he. 960 

Hither he comes in royal state ; 
Of him the emperor's need is great. 

HERALD. 

Tell of thyself the what and how to me I 

BOY-OHARIOTEER. 

I am profusion, I am Poesie ; 

The bard am I who to perfection tendA ^^^ 
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When freely he his inner wealth eipenda. 




I too have riclies bcjoiiil measure. 




And match with Plulns' wealth my treasure, 




For hhn adoin and quicken dance and show, 

And what he lauketli, that do I bestow. ' 970 






HERALD. 




Boasting to thee new charm imparta. 




Now show us something of thine arts I 




EOy-CHAEIOTEEE. | 




See me but snap my finders, lo 1 l| 
Around the car what sjiiendors glow ! i 1 






A string of pearls forth leapetli here ; 975 




( Continually siwpping.) ' 




Take golden clasps for neck and ear ; 


- 


Coniba too, and other precious things, 




Crowns without flaw, and jewelled rings I 




Flarnelets I scatter too, iu play, 




Awaiting where they kindle may. 980 




HERALD. 




How the good people snatch and seize I 




Almost the donor's self they squeeze. 




As in a dream he gems doth rain, 




In the wide space they snafch amain. , 
But — here new jnggling meets mine eye: 985 




L 


What one doth grasp so eagerly, 




Doth prove, in sooth, a sorry prize ; 
Away from him the treasure nies; 




^^M 


The pearls are loosened from their band, 


^^M 


Now beetles crawl within hia hand ; 900 


^^1 


He shakes them oS; poor fool, instead, 


■ 


Swarming, they buzz around his head; 




Others, in place of solid things, 


^^ 


Catch butterflies, with lightsome winga. 




Though vast his promises, the knave 995 




To them but golden glitter gave! 




BOY-CHAKIOTEEK. 




Masks, I remark, thou canst announce full well; ] 




Oiiiy to reach the eaaeuce 'neatU the shell, J 
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Is not the Herald's courtly task ; 

A sharper vision that dost ask. 1000 

But I from every quarrel would be free. — 
Master, I speech and question turn to thee. 

( Turning to Plutus.) 

The storm-blast didst thou not confide 

To me, of this four-yoked car ? 

Lead 1 not well, as thou dost guide ? 1005 

Where thou dost point, thence am I far? 

Have I not known, on daring wing 

For thee the victor's crown to wring? 

Full often as for thee I've fought, 

Still have I conquered ; and if now 1010 

The laurel decorates thy brow, 

Have not my hand and skill the chaplet wrought ? 

PLUTUS. 

If need there be, that I should witness bear, — 

Soul of my soul, thee gladly I declare : 

According to my will tliou actest ever; 1015 

Art richer than myself indeed. 

To give thy service its due meed, 

Before all crowns the laurel wreath I treasure. 

'J'his truthful word let all men hear: 

JVly son art thou, thee doth my soul hold dear. 1020 

BOY-CHARIOTEER {tO the CTOwd). 

Now of my hand the choicest dower 

I've scattered in this festive hour ; 

There glows on this or that one's head 

A flame, which I abroad have shed ; 

From one to other now it hies, 1025 

To this one cleaves, from that one flies. 

Seldom aloft its flames aspire ; 

Sudden they gleam, with transient fire ; 

With many, ere they know the prize, 

It mournfully burns out and dies. 1030 

Clamor of Women, 

He yonder, on the chariot-van. 
Is, without doubt, a charlatan. 
Behind him, crouching, is the clown, 
By thirst and hunger so woth dovj\i 
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The like was never seen till now ; 1035 

If ])inched, lie woiiid not fed, I Irow. 



1045 



1050 



THE E 

Avannt, ye lonthed women-kind ! 
AVitli you I ne'er a weieome find. — 
Wlien rilled tfie hearth your thrifty dame, 
Tiien Avaritia was ray name; 1040 

Tlicn tiiiove our household well throughout; 
l-'or much came in, and naught ivent out ! 
Gi-eat was my zeal for chest and bin — 
And that, forsooth, you call a sin ! 
But in tliese later years, no more 
The wife is thrifty, as of yore; 
She, like each tardy payer, owns 
Far more desires than golden crowns ; 
This for lier spouse much care begets; 
Where'er he turncth, there are debts; 
What she by spinning earns, she spends 
■ On gay attire, and wanton friends ; 
Better she feasts, and drinketh too 
More wine, with her vile suitor crew : 
'i'hat raised for me of gold the price. 1C55 

Now, male of sex, I'm Avarice f 

Leachr of the Women. 
Dragon may still with dragon spare ; 
It's cheat and lies at last, no more ! 

s to rouse the men ; beware ! 
Full troublesome they were before. . 1000 

WOMEN {all toijetlier). 
The sc.irecrow! Bos hiB earsl Make haste! 
To threat ua does the ju^ler dare? 
tTs shall hia foolish prating scare? 
The dragons are but wood ami paste; 
Press in u])on him, do not spare I 1065 



Now, by my staff ! Kce]» (|uiet there t 
Yet scarcely needed ia my aid. 
See, in the quickly opened space. 
How the gi'im monsters move nyiacel 




1 
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Their pinions' double pair displayed ! 1070 

The dragons shake themselves in ire, 
Scale-proof, their jaws exhaling fire — 
The crowd recedes ; clear is the place. 

(Plutus descends from t/ie chariot) 

HERALD. 

He steps below, a king confessed ! 

He nods, the dragons move ; the chest 1075 

They from the chariot, in a trice, 

Have lowered, with gold and avarice ; 

Before his feet it standeth now : 

How done a marvel is, I trow. 

PLUTUS (to the Charioteer). 

Now from the burden that oppressed thee here 1080 
Thou'rt frank and free ; away to thine own sphere ! 
Here is it not ; distorted, wild, grotesque, 
Surrounds us here a motley arabesque. 
There fly, where on thy genius thou canst wait. 
Lord of thyself ; where charm tlie good, the fair ; 1085 
Wliere clear thy vision in the clear, calm air ; 
To solitude — there thine own world create I 

BOY-CHARIOTEER. 

Myself as trusty envoy I approve ; 

Thee as my nearest relative I love. 

Wliore thou dost dw^ell, is fulness ; 'where I reign, 1090 

Witliin liimself each feeleth glorious gain ; 

And 'midst life's contradictions wavers he : 

Sliall he resign liimself to thee, to me ? 

Thy votaries may idly rest, 'tis true ; 

Who follows me has always work to do. 1095 

My deeds are not accomplished in the shade, 

1 only breathe, and fortwith ani betrayed. 

Farewell ! My bliss thou grudgest not to me ; 

But whisper low, and straight I'm back with thee. 

{Exit as he came.) 

PLUTUS. 

Now is the time the treasure to set free ! Wfti^ 

The lock I strike, thus with the HeYa\d^% to^\ 
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'Tia opened now I In blazing caldrons, nee, 

It bubbles up, and eliowa like golden blood ; 

Next crowns, and cliains, and rings a precious dower ; 

It swells and fusing threata the jewels to devour. 1105 

Alternate cry of the Crowd. 
Look here! Look there 1 How flows the treaaure, 
To tlie chest's brim in ample 
Vessels of gold are melting, near 
Up-surging, coined rouleaus appear, 
And ducata leap as if impressed — 
O how the vision etirs my breasti 
My heart's desire now meets my eye ! 
They're rolling on the floor hard by. — 
To you 'tis proffered ; do not wait. 
Stoop only, yoii are wealthy, straight ! — 
While, quick as lightning, we, ai 
The chest itself will seize upon. 



Ye foola, what ails yon? What your quest? 
'Tis but a masquerading jeat. 
To-night no more desire ye may; 
Think you that gold we give away, 
And things of worth ? For such as you, 
And at such foolish masking too, 
E'en counters were too much to pay. 
Blockheads a pleasing show, forsootli, 
Ye lake at once for solid truth. 
What's truth to you ? Delusion vain 



This folk to chase be d 



masque, 
V thy task 1 



Heady at hand thy staff I see ; 
For a brief moment lend it rae I — 
Quickly in fire and seething glare 
I'll dip it. — Now, ye masks, Ijewarel 
It sputters, crackles, flares outright! 
Bravely the torch iw now alight; 
Aad pressing round, who coiaea Ujo mgjii. 
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Is forthwith scorched relentlessly ! — i 

Now then my circuit is begun. \ 

Cries and TmnnlL \ 

O misery ! We are undone. — 1140 j 

Escape, let each escape who can ! 

Back ! further back ! thou hindmost man ! — 

Plot in my face it sputtered straight — 

Of the red staff I felt the weight — 

We all, alas ! we all are lost ! — 1145 

Back, back, thou masquerading host ! — 

Back, back, unthinking crowd! — Ah me, 

Had I but wings, I hence would flee ! — 

PLUTUS. 

Back is the circle driven now ; 

And no one has been singed, I trow. 1150 

The crowds give way, 

Scared, with dismay. — 

Yet, pledge of order and of law, 

A ring invisible I draw. 

HERALD. 

Achieved thou hast a noble deed ; 1155 

For thy sage might be thanks thy meed ! 

PLUTUS. 

Yet needs there patience, noble friend ; 
Still many a tumult doth impend. 



AVARICE. 

If it so please us, pleasantly. 

We on this living ring may gaze around. 1160 

For women ever foremost will be found. 

If aught allure the pSlate or the eye. 

Not yet am I grown rusty quite ! 

A pretty face must always please ; 

And since it nothing costs to night, 1165 

We'll go a-wooing at our ease. 

Yet as in this o'ercrowded sphere, 

Words are not audible to every ear. 

Deftly I'll try — and can but hope success — 

In pantomime my meaning to ex^Ye«»^. V^^ 
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Like moistened cl.iyfoillnvilh I'll kneinl the gold; 
This metal into all things we can mould. 

heuald. 

Tho meagre fool, what doeth lie ? ] 

Hatli such a starveling humor? See, 

He kneadeth all the gold to dough, 

Beneath his hand 'tis pliant too ; 

Yet howsoe'er he squeeze and strain, 

Misshapen it must still remain. ] 

He to the women turns, biit they 

All scream, and fain would flee away, 

With gestures of avereion. Still 

Ready the rascal seems for ill ; 

Happy, I fear, himself he.rates, 1 

When decency he violates. 

Silence wei'e wrong in such a case; 

Give me my staff, Iiini forth to chase ! 



What throats us from without, lie bodetii not, 
Let him play out his pranks a little longiT! 1190 

Hoom for his jesta will fail hira soon, I wot; 
Strong as is law, necessity is stronger. 

Ente,r Fauns, Satyrs, Gnosies, NyMPna, e^c, atlend- 
ants on Pan, aiicl annaimcing hia approach. 
Tumult and Song. 
From forest-vale and mountain height, 
Advancing with resistless might, 
The sav^e host, it cometh straight : 1195 

Their mighty Pan they celebrate. 
They know, what none beside can guess, 
Into the vacant ring tliey ])i-usb. 



1^^ 



PLUTre. 
lighty Pan I recoprnize! 
e entered on a Viold emprize. 
Full' well I'know, what is not known to all. 
And ope this narrow space, at duty's call. — 



You and your i 
lined you'v 
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O may a happy Fate attend ! 

Wonders most strange may happen now; 

They know not whereunto tliey tend ; 1205 

Forward they have not looked, I trow. 

Wild Song. 

Bedizened people, glittering brood ! 

They're coming rough, they're coming rude 

With hasty run, with lofty bound, 

Stalwart and strong they press around. 1210 

FAUNS. 

Fauns advance, 

Their crisp locks bound 

With oak-leaves round, — 

In merry dance ! 

A line and sharply-poiqted ear, 1215 

Forth from their clustering locks doth peer; 

A stumpy nose, with breadth of face — 

Tliese forfeit not a lady's grace ; 

If but his paw the Faun advance. 

Not lightly will the fairest shun the dance. 1220 

SATYR. 

The Satyr now comes hopping in. 

With foot of goat, and withered shin ; 

These sinewy must be and thin. 

In chamois-guise, on mountain height, 

Around to gaze is his delight ; 1225 

In freedom's air, with freshness rife, 

Child he despiseth, man and wife, 

WIio, 'mid the valley's smoke and steam. 

That tliey too live, contented dream ; 

On those pure heights, sequestered, lone, 1230 

The upper world is his alone ! 

GNOMES. 

Tripping, here comes a tiny crew. 

Tliey like not keeping two and two ; 

In mossy dress, willi lamplet clear, 

Commingling swiftly, they career, 1285 

Where for himself his task each plies, 

Swarming they glitter, emmet-w\ae\ 
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i 

And ever busy, move about, 

With ceaseless bustle in and out. — j 

We the « Good Folk " as kindred own, 1240 j 

As rock-chirurgists well we're known ; { 

Cupping the lofty hills, we drain. 

With cunning, from each well-filled vein, 

The metals, which aloft we pile. 

Shouting,. Good luck ! Good luck ! the while : 1245 

Kindness at bottom we intend ; 

Good men we evermore befriend. 

Yet to the light we gold unseal. 

That men therewith may pimp and steal. 

Nor to the proud, who murder planned 1250 

Wholesale, shall fail the iron brand : 

These three commands who hath transgressed, 

Will take small reckoning of the rest ; 

Nathless for that we're not to blame : 

Patient we are, be ye the same ! 1255 

GIANTS. 

The wild men, such in sooth our name, 

Upon the Hartzberg known to fame, 

Naked, in ancient vigor strong 

Pell-mell we come, a giant throng ; 

With pine-stem grasped in dexter hand, 1260 

And round the loins a padded band. 

Apron of leaf and bough, uncouth, — 

Such guards the Pope owns not, in sooth. 

CHORUS OF NYMPHS. 

( They surround the great Pan.) 

Hedraweth near! 

In mighty Pan 1265 

The All we scan 

Of this world-sphere. 

All ye of gayest mood advance, 

And him surround, in sportive' dance I 

For since he earnest is and kind, 1270 

Joy everywhere he fain would find ; 

E'en 'neath the blue o'erarching sky, 

He watcheth still, with wakeful eye ; 



oi I 
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Purling to him the brooklet flows, \ 

And Zephyrs lull him to repose ; 1275 3 

And when he slumbers at midday, j 

Stirs not a leaf upon the spray ; \ 

Health-breathing plants, with balsams rare, 

Pervade the still and silent air; 

The nymph no more gay vigil keeps, 1280 

And where she standeth, there she sleeps. 

But if, at unexpected hour, 

Ilis voice resounds with mighty power, 

Like thunder, or the roaring sea, 

Then knoweth none, where he may flee ; 1285 

Panic the valliant host assails, 

The hero in the tumult quails. 

Then honor to whom honor is due ! 

And hail to him, who leads us unto you ! 

Deputation of Gxomes (to the great Pan). 

When a treasure, richly shining, 1290 

Winds through clefts its threadlike way, 
Sole the cunning rod, divining, 
Can its labyrinth display. 

Troglodytes in caves abiding. 
We our sunless homes vault o'er : 1295 

Thou, 'mid day's pure airs presiding, 
Graciously thy gifts doth pour. 

Close at hand, a fount of treasure 
We have found a wondrous vein ; — 
Promising in fullest measure, 1300 

What we scarce might hope to gain. 

Perfect thou alone canst make it ; 

Every treasure in thy hand. 

Is a world-wide blessing ; take it, 

Thine it is. Sire, to command I 1305 

PLUTus {to the Herald), 

Our self-possession now must be displayed, 
And come what may, we must be undismayed; 
Still hast thou shown a strong courageous soul* 
A dreadful incident will soon betide; 



234 THE TRAGEDY OF FAUST, 

'TwtII be by world and after-world denied ; 
loBCrlbe it truly in thy protocol I 



(ffraapiiig the staff whidi Plutus liolds in Ida hand). 

The dwarfs conduct the mighty Pan 

Softly the source of fire to scan ; 

It surges from the gulf profouni^, 

Then downward plunges 'neath the groiini! ; 1315 

While dark the nioutli stands, gnping Wide, 

Once more uprolls the fiery tide. 

The mightj' Pan stands well content, 

Rejoicing in the wondrous sight, 

While pearl-foam drizzles left and right. 1320 

How may he trust such element ! 

Bending, he stoops to look witliin. — 

But now bis beard has fallen in ! 

Who may he be, with shaven chin ? 

Ilia hand conceals it from our eyes. — 1325 

Now doth a dire mishap arise ; 

His beard takes tire and backward files ; 

Wreath, bead and breast are all ablaze, 

Joy is transformed to dire amaze — 

To quench the fire bis followera run 1330 

Free from the flames remaineth none ; 

Still as they strike from side to side, 

New flames arc kindled far and wide; 

Enveloped in tbe fiery shroud, 

Burns now tbe luaaquei'ading crowd. 1335 

But what's the tale that's ramored here, 

From mouth to mouth, from ear to earl 

O night, for aye with sorrow fraught, 

To ua what mischief bast thou broughtl 

Tlie coming morn will tidings voice, 1340 

At which, in sooth, will none rejoice. 

Fi-oui every side they cry amain, 

" The Emperor suffers grievous painl" 

O were some other tidings true ! — 

Tbe Ernperoi" burns, his escort too, 1345 

Accursed be tliey, foreverrnore. 

Who him seduced, with nuisy roar, 
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j Abroad, begirt with pitchy bough, 
To roam, for general overthrow ! 



I 



/ 



O youth, O youth, and wilt thou never 1350 

To joy assign its fitting bound ? 

Majesty, with reason never 
Will thy omnipotence be crowned? 

The mimic forest hath caught fire ; 

Tongue-like the flame mounts high and higher ; . 1355 

Now on the wood-bound roof it plays, 

And threats one universal blaze ! 

O'erflows our cup of suffering ; 

1 know not, who may rescue bring ; 
Imperial pomp, so rich o'er night, 1360 
An ash-heap lies in morning's light. 

PLUTUS. 

Long enough hath terror swayed ; 

Hither now be help conveyed. — 

Strike, thou hallowed staff, the ground, 

Till earth tremble and resound ! 1365 

Cooling vapors everywhere 

Fill the wide and spacious air ! 

Moisture-teeming mist and cloud 

Draw anear, and us o'ershroud ; 

Veil the fiery tuTnult, veil ! 1370 

Curling, drizzling, breathing low, 

Gracious cloudlets hither sail. 

Shedding down the gentle rain ! 

To extinguish, to allay. 

Ye, the assuagers, strive amain ; 137i) 

Into summer-lightning's glow 

Change our empty fiery play! — 

Threaten spirits us to hurt, 

Magic must its power assert. 

Pleasure-garden. 
Morning sun. 
The Emperor, Ms courts men and toomen; Faust, 
Mepiiistopheles dressed becommgly^ in the usual 
fashion ; both kneel, 

FAUST. 

The flaming juggler's play dost pardon, Sire? 1380 



"t 
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I of such sports full many slioiiM flesire. — 

I saw myself wUhin a glowing sphere; 

Almost It seemeil as if I Pliito were ; 

A rock abyss there lay, with fire aglow. 

Gloomy as night ; from many a gulf below, * 1385 

Seething, a thousand savage flames ascend, 

And in a fiery vault together blend ; 

Up to the highest dome their tonguea were tossed, 

Which ever was, and evermore was lost. 

In the far space, through spiral shafts of flame, 1390 

Peoples I saw, in lengthened lines who came ; 

In the wide circles forward pressed the crowd, ■ 

And as their wont hath been, in homage bowed ; 

I seemed, surrounded by my courtly train, 

O'er thousand Salamanders king to reign. 1395 



Such art thou, Sire? For thee each element 

To own as absolute is well content. 

Obedient thou hast proven fire to be. 

Wliere it is wildest, leap into the sea — 

And scarce thy foot the pearl-strewn floor Rliall tread, 

A glorious, billowy dome o'ervaults thy head ; 1401 

Wavelets of tender green thou seest swelling, 

With purple edge, to form thy beauteous dwelling, 

Itound thee, the central point ; where thou doat wend, 

At every step, thy palace homes attend ; 14ua 

The very walls, in life rejoicing, flow 

With arrowy swiftness, surging to and fro ; 

Sea-marvels to the new the gentle light repair ; 

They dart along, to enter none may dare; 

There sports, with scales of gold, the bright-hned snake, 

Gapes the fell shark, his jaws thy laughter wake: 1411 

ITowe'er thy court may round thee now delight, 

Snch throng aa this, before ne'er met thy sight. 

Nor long shalt severed be from the most tairj 

The curions Nereids, to thy dwelling rare, 1415 

'Mid the eternal freshness, shall draw nigh ; 

The youngest, greedy like the fish, and shy ; 

The elder prudent. Thetis hears the news, 
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Nor to the second Peleus will refuse 

Or hand or lip. — Olympos' wide domain 1420 

EMPEROR. 

I leave to thee, thou o'er the air may'st reign ; 
Full early every one must mount that throne. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Earth, noblest Sire ! already thou dost own. 

EMPEROR. 

Hither what happy Fate, with kindness fraught, 

Thee from the thousand nights and one hath brought! 

If thou, like Scheherazade, prolific art, 1426 

To thee my highest favor I'll impart ; 

Be ever near when, as is oft the case, 

Most irksome is our world of commonplace ! 

MARSHAL {enteHng in haste). 

Your Highness, never thought I in my life 1430 

Tidings to give, with such good fortune rife 

As these which, in thy presence, cheer 

My raptured heart, absolved from fear ; 

All reckonings paid, from debt we're eased; — 

The usurer's clutches are appeased — 1435 

From such hell-torment I am free ! 

In Heaven can none more cheerful be. 

COMMANDER-IN-CHIEF {foUoWS hoStUy). 

Paid in advance the soldiers' due, 

Now the whole army's pledged anew. 

Blood dances in the trooper's veins ; 1440 

Vintner and damsel reap their gains. 

EMPEROR. 

How freely now your breast doth heave ! 
The marks of care your visage leave ! 
How hastily you enter ! 

TREASURER {entering). 

Sire, proceed 
These men to question who have done the deed. 1445 

FAUST {to the Chancellor). 
To you it doth belong the case to state. 

\ 
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CHANCELLOR (tcho adcaiicei slowly). 
In my old rlays I am with joy elate ! 
So heai- and see tliia fortune- weighted acroll, 
Which hath to happiness transformed our dole : 
{lie reads.) 

" To all whom it concerneth, be it known : 145 

Who owns this note a thousand crown:) doth own. 
To him assured, as certain pledge, tliere iies. 
Beneath the Emperor's land, a boundless prize ; 
It is decreed, this wealth without delay 
To raise, therewith the promised sum to pay." 146 

' ElIPEKOB. 

Crime I suBpect, some huge deceit ! 

The Empei-or's name who here doth counterfeit? 

Unpunished atill remains such breach of right? 



Remember, Sire! Thyself but yesternisht 1469 

Didst sign the note. — Thou .stood'st as mighty Pan; 

Then spake the Chancellor, whose words thua ran : 

" This festive pleasure for thyself obtain, 

Thy peo]3le'B weal, with a few jien-Btrokea gain ! " 

These mad'at thou clearly; thoTisanil-fold last night 

Have artists multiplied what thou didst write ; 1465 

And that to each alike ipight fall the aid, 

To stamp the aeries, we have not delayed, 

Ten, thirty, fifty, hiirtdreds at a stroke. 

You cannot guess how It rejoiced the folk : 

Behold your town, mouldering half dead that lay, 1470 

How full of life and bounding joy to-day ! 

Long as tFly name hath blessed the world, till now 

So gladly was it ne'er beheld, I trow. 

The Alphabet is now rcduudimt grown; 

Each in this eigii finds happiness alone. 1475 



My people take It for true gold, you say? 
In camp, at court-, it jiaaaes for full pay? 
Much as I wonder, it I must allow. 
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MARSHAL. 

To stay the flying leaves were hopeless now ; 

With speed of lightning all abroad they float : 1480 

The changers' banks stand open ; every note 

Is honored there with silver and with gold ; 

Discount deducted, if the truth were told. 

To butcher, baker, vintner, thence they fare ; 

With half the world is feasting their sole care ; 1485 

The other half, new-vestured, bi-avely shows; 

The mercer cuts away, the tailor sews. 

In cellars still " The Emperor ! " they toast, 

While, amid clattering plates, they boil and roast. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Alone who treads the terraced promenade, 1490 

Sees there the fair one, splendidly arrayed ; 

One eye the peacock's fan conceals ; the while 

This note in view, she lures us with her smile, 

And swifter than through eloquence or wit, 

Love's richest favor may be won by it. 1495 

Oneself with purse and scrip one need not tease. 

Hid in the breast, a note is borne with ease, 

And with the billet-doux is coupled there; 

The priest conveys it in his book of prayer ; 

The soldier, that his limbs may be more free, 1500 

Quickly his girdle lightens. Pardon me, 

Your Majesty, if the high work I seem, 

Dwelling on these details, to disesteem. 

FAUST. 

This superfluity of wealth, that deep 

Imprisoned in its soil thy land doth keep, 1505 

Lies all unused ; wide-reaching thought profound 

Is of such treasure but a sorry bound ; 

In loftiest flight, fancy still strives amain 

To reach its limit, but still strives in vain — 

Yet minds who dare behind the veil to press, 1510 

In the unbounded, boundless faith possess. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Such paper, in the place of pearls and gold, 
Convenient is, we know how much we hold ; 
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No need for change or barter, each at will 

Of love and wino may henceforth drink his fill, 1515 

If coin is needed, stands the changer nigh, 

If there it faileth, straight the shovel ply : 

Goblet and chain at auction fetch their price; 

The paper, forthwith cancelled, in 5 trice 

The skeptic shames, who us did erst deride ; 1520 

The people, used to it, wish naught beside ; 

So henceforth, through the realm, there's goodly store 

Of jewels, gold, and paper, ever more. 

EMPEKOR. 

Ton this high aid have rendered to our state; 
Great is the service, be the meed as great ! 1525 

Our realm's subsoil confide we to your care; 
Best gnardiaiJB of the treasure buried there. 
Pull well ye know the vast, well-guarded hoard. 
And when men dig, so be it at your word ! 
To Faust and the Tbeasubeb. 
Ally yourselves, ye masters of our treasure, 1530 

The honors of your place fulfil with pleasure, 
There where together joined in blest content, 
The upper with the under world is blent ! 

TREAStrnEK. 

Not the most distant strife shall us divide; 
As coUeagne be the conjuror at my side. 1535 

(Exit with Faust.) 

EMPEROR. 

If I at court each man with gifts endow. 
Whereto he'll use them, let each tell me now. 

PAGE (receiving). 
Merry I'll be, and ta^te life'3 pleasant things. 

ANOTHER (the same). 
I for ray sweetheart will buy chain and rings. 
CnAMBERi.AiN (accepting). 
Wine twice as good from this lime forth I'll drink. 1540 

ANOTHER (the shme). 
The dice already in my pocket clink. 
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BANNERET {thoughtfuUy), 
My field and castle I from debt will free. 

ANOTHER {the same). 
I'll lay my treasure in my treasury. 

EMPEROR. 

Courage I hoped, and joy, for new emprize — 

But whoso knows you s^.raight will recognize; 1545 

I mark it well, though wealth be multiplied, 

Just what ye were, the same will ye abide ! 

FOOL {approaching). 
Favors you scatter ; grant me some, I pray ! 

EMPEROR. 

What, living yet ? Thou'lt drink them soon away. 

FOOL. 

These magic leaves ! I comprehend not quite — 1550 

EMPEROR. 

That I believe : them thou'lt not spend aright. 

FOOL. 

There, others drop — I know not what to do — 

EMPEROR. 

Take them ! They've fallen to thy share, adieu ! 

{Exit:) 

FOOL. 

Five thousand crowns in hand ! can it be true ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Thou two-legged paunch, art thou then risen anew? 1555 

FOOL. 

As oft before, ne'er happily as now. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

So great thy joy, it makes thee sweat, I trow. 

FOOL. 

Is this indeed worth money ? art thou sure ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

What throat and paunch desire it will procure. 
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I 


CaD I then field, and house, and oattle buy? 


15dO^H 


I 


Of course! Bid only, thee it will not fail. 


1 


1 


FOOL. 

Cjistle with forest, chase, and fish-i>ondf 


■ 


1 


HE pn I STOPH K LES. 

Ay! 
Tliee as your worsliip I should like tu hail ! 


■ 


1 


As land-owner 111 rock myself ere eve! 


(f:iil)!^| 


1 


MEPmSTOPHELEH. 

In oar fool's wit who will not now believe? 


1565 ^H 


■ 


Ikrri: GaUtr;/. 
Faust, Mkphistopheles. 


1 


1 


"Why drag me these dark comilors along? 
Within hast not enough of sport ? 
Oocaaon 'mid the motley throng 
Fur jest and lie, hath not at court? 


1 


1 


Speak not of that ; in days of old hast thoa 1570'^^H 
Outworn it to the very soles. But now, ^^^| 
Thy ehafHing is a mere pretext ^^H 
How to evade ray qnostiona. Sore perplexed, ^^H 
I know not how to act or what to do ; ^^^H 
The marshal ur<jcs me, the steward too, 157&'^^^| 
The Emperor wills it — hence it straidit must be — ^^^| 
Wills Helena and Paris here to see ; ' ^^H 
Of man and woman-kin<l the trne ideal, ^^^| 
He fain would view, in foims ilistinct and real ^^H 
Qniek to the work ! My word I way not break. 15S9^^^| 


By 


MKPn 1ST. irii ei.es. 
Sach promise it was weak, nay, mad to make. 


^M 


H 




M 
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FAUST. 

Comrade, thou hast not thought, I trow, 

Whither these arts of thine must lead : 

First we have made him rich, and now 

Him to amuse we must proceed. 1586 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Thou think'st no sooner said than done ; 

Here before steeper steps we stand, 

A foreign realm must here be won. 

New debts iVilt add to those of old. 

With the same ease dost think I can command 1590 

Helen, as phantom-notes evoke for gold ! 

With wizard, witchery, or ghostly ghost. 

Or goitred dwarf, I'm ready at my post. 

But Devil's darlings, though we mayn't abuse them. 

Yet cannot we as heroines produce them. 1595 

FAUST. 

Still harping on the ancient lyre ! 

The father thou of hindrances; — with thee 

We needs must fall into uncertainty; 

For each expedient thou dost claim new hire ! 

With little muttering, I know, 'tis done ; 1600 

Ere one looks round, thou'lt bring them to the spot. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The Heathen-folk I'm glad to let alone, 
In their own hell is cast their lot ; 
Yet are there means — 

FAUST. 

Speak quickly, naught withhold ! 

i MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Loth am I higher secrets to unfold. 1605 

In solitude, where reigns nor space nor time, \ 

Arc goddesses enthroned from early prime; j 

'Tis hard to speak of beings so sublime^ i 

The Mothers are they. 



FAUST {terrified). 
Mothers I 



i 
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MEPUISTOPaELEB. 

TremblcHtthou? 

FAUST. 

TheMothers! Mothers! BtrangeitsOQndH, Itrow! 1610 ] 

MEPHISTOrnELES. 

And is bo: Goddesses, to men unknown, 
And by ns named unwillingly, I own. 
Their home to reach, full deejjly must thou mine. 
That we have need of them, the fault ia thine ! 



The way? 

MEPH IS TOPHK LES . 

No way ; to the untrodden none, 
Not to be trodden, neither to be won 
By prayer! Art ready for the great emnrize? 
No locks are there, no bolts thy way to bar. 
By solitudes shalt thou be whirled afar: 
Such void and solitude canst realize? 

PAUBT. 

To spare such speeches, it were well 1 
They of the witches' kitchen smell, 
And of a time long past and gone. 
To know the world have I not sought? 
The enipty learned, the empty taught? — 
Spake I out plainly, as in reason bound, 
Then doubly loud the paradox would sound j 
By Fortune 8 adverse buffets overborne 
To solitude I fled, to wilds forlorn. 
And not in utter loneliness to live, 
Myself at last did to the Devil give I 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

.And hadst tliou swum to ocean's utmost vei^e, 
And there the sboveless infinite beheld, _ 

There hadst thou seen surge rolling upon surge, 1634 
Though dread of coming doom thy soul had quelled. 
Thou hadst seen something; — dolphins thou hadst seei 
Cleaving tlie silent sea's pellucid green, 
And flying cloud hadst seen, sun, moon, and starj 
Naught, in tlie everlasting void oEu, 
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Wilt see, nor hear thy footfall's sound, 1640 

Nor for thy tread find solid ground ! 



FAUST. 

Thou speakest of mystagogues the first. 

True neophytes who gulled — only reversed : 

I to vacuity by thee am sent. 

That art as well as strength I may augment ; 1645 

Thou wouldest, like the cat, make use of me, " \ 

The chestnuts from the fire to snatch for thee. 

We'll fathom it ! come on, nor look behind ! 

In this thy naught, the All I hope to find. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Before we part, thy bearing I commend ; 1650 

I see, the Devil thou dost comprehend, 
Here, take this key ! 

FAUST. 

That little thing ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

First hold it fast, nor lightly valuing ! 

FAUST. 

It waxes in my hand ! It flashes, glows ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Soon shalt thou mark what virtue it bestows. 1655 
The key will scent the very place you need ; 
Follow, thee to the Mothers it will lead. 

FAUST (shvddering). 

The Mothers ! Like a blow it strikes mine ear ! 
What is this word, it troubles me to hear ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

So narrow-minded, scared by each new word ! 1660 
Wilt only hear, thou hast already heard? 
Inured to marvels, thee let nought astound ; 
Be not disturbed, how strange soe'er the sound I 

FAUST. 

My weal I seek not in torpidity 

Humanity's best part in awe dolTa We : "V^iRfc 



-\ 



24b THE TRAGEDY OF FAUST- [Part II. 

llowe'erthe world the spntinient disown. 

Once seized — we deeply feel the vast, the unknown. 

MEI'HISTOPBELES. 

'Sink then! Arise! This also I might say; — 
'Tis all the same escaping from the real, 
Seek thou the boundless realm of the ideal, 1670 

Delight thyself in forms long past away ! 
The train, like cloud-procession, glides along; 
Swing thou the key, hold off the shadowy tiirong ! 

FACST (inspire<i). 
Good ! firmly grasping it, new strength is mine, 
My breast expands ! Now for the gi-eat design ! 1675 

MEPHISTOPFIELES. 

A glowing tripod teaches thee thou hast 
The deep attained, the lowest deep, at last ; 
There, by its light the Mothers thou wilt see; 
Some sit, while othei-s, as the case may he. 
Or stand, or walk ; formation, transformation, 1 
Of mind etern, eternal recreation ! 
While forma of being round them hover; thee 
Behold they not, phantoms alone thev see. 
^3^&ke courage, for the danger is not slight, 
nBtraight to the ti'ipod press thou on, be brave, 168S J 
^ J&nd touch it with the key — 

(Faust, wUA the key, assumes an attitude of deter- 
mined authority). 

HKPHiSTOPHELEs {observing Mm). 
So, that is right! 
It cleaves to thee, it follows like a slave ; 
Calmly dost mount, fortune doth tliee upbear, 
Back art thou with it, ere tliey are aware. 
And liither hast thou brought it, by its might, 1690 . 
Hero may'st call, and heroine from night ; 
The first to venture in such enterprise ; 
'Tis done — with thee the bold achievement lies 
And then by spells, to sorcery allowed. 
To gods shall be transformed the incense-cloud, li 
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FAUST. 

And now what next ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Downward thy being strain. 
Stamping descend, stamping thou'lt rise again. 

(Faust stamps and sinks.) 
In his behoof if worketh but the key ! 
Whether he will return, I'm fain to see. 

HaM brilliantly UgJited, 
Empebob and Peinces. The court in movement. 

\ CHAMBEBLAIN {tO MePHISTOPHELES). 

I You're still our debtors for the spirit-show ; 1700 

To work ! The Emperor doth impatient grow. 



! 



STEWABD. 

His Highness even now hath questioned me ; 
Delay not, nor affront his majesty ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

My comrade's for that very purpose gone ; 

How to commence he knows ; he labors on, 1705 

Secluded in his study, calm and still, 

With mind intensely strung ; for who the prize, 

Ideal beauty, would evoke at will, 

Needs highest art, the magic of the wise. 

STEWABD. 

To us it matters not, what arts you need ; 1710 

The Emperor wills that ye forthwith proceed. 

A BLONDE {to MePHISTOPHELES). 

One word, good sir! My visage now is clear — 
It is not so when baleful summer's here : 
Then sprout a hundred freckles, brown and red, 
Which, to my grief, the white skin overspread. 1715 
A cure ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

'Tis pity, face so fair to see, 
In May like panther's cub should mottled be! 
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Take spawn of frog, and tongue of toad, the twain 
Under the fullest moon distil with care ; 
Lay on the mixture, when the moon doth wane, 1720 
The spring arrives, no blejiiiBhea are theie, 

BKUNETTE. 

To fawn upon you how the crowds advance ; 
A remedy I ask! A frozen foot 
Hinders roe sorely when I walk or dance; 
Awkward ray movement e'en when I salute. 

ME PHISTOPtlEI-SS, 

A single tread allow me with my foot I 

BBtlNETTE. 

Well, betwixt lovers that might come to pnaa — 

JIEPniSTOrHELES. 



Foot healeth foot ; with every limb 'tis so. 
Draw near! Give heed I My tread return not. 

BEUNETTE {screaming). 

Ah, woe ! It burns ! A hard tread that indeed, 
Like horse's hoof ! 

MEPnisTornELES. 

Receive thy cure as meed. 
Now may'st thou dance at pleasure ! and salute, 
Beneath the festal board, thy lover's foot. 

lADT {pressing forward). 
Make way for me, too grievous is my smart, 
Seething, it rankles in my deepest heart : 
Bliss in my looks he sought till yesterday — 
With her he talks, and turns from me a^ay ! 

MBPIII STOPHELEB. 

The case is grave, but this my lore receive : \ 

Thou to his side must atealtliily make way ; 
Take thou this coal, a mark iijion his sleeve. 
His cloak, or shoulder make, aa hajjpen may — 
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His heart repentant will be thine once more 

The coal thou straight must swallow ; after it, 1745 

No water near thy lip, no wine, permit — 

This very night he'll sigh before thy door. 

LADY. 

It is not poison ? 

MEPHiSTOPHELES {offcnded). 

Honor where 'tis due ! 
You for such coal much ground must wander o'er ; 
It Cometh from a pyre, that we of yore 1750 

More fiercely stirred than now we do. 

PAGE. 

I love; as still unripe they scorn my youth! 

MEPHISTOPHELES {aside). 

I know not whom to listen to, in sooth. 

( To the Page.) 

Not on the youngest set your happiness ; 

Those more in years your merits will confess. 1755 

( Others press vp to him.) 

Others are coming ! What a fearful rout ! 
Myself with truth I must at last help out — 
The sorriest shift ! Great is the need ! Ah me ! 
O Mothers, Mothers! Only Faust set free. 

(^Looking round,) 

The lights are burning dimly in the hall ; 1760 

At once the court is moving, one and all ; 

Advancing in due order them I see, 

Through long arcade and distant gallery; 

Now in the old baronial hall, the train 

Assemble, them it scarcely can contain ; 1765 

Its ample walls rare tapestries enrich, 

While armor decks each corner, every niche. 

Here magic-words, methinks, are needed not, 

Ghosts, of their own accord, would haunt this spot. 
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Baronial HaM. 

Dimly illumitialed. 

Empeeok and Court have entered. 

HERALD. 

Mine ancient image, to annonnce the play, 
The spirits' secret working mars ; in vain 
The surging tumuH to ourseivt*, t»day, 
Would we, on reasonable ^-ound, explain. 
Seats are arranged, ready is every chair; 
The Emperor sita before the wall, and there, 
On tapestry in comfort may behold 
The battles of the giorioua days of old. 
All now are seated ; prince and court around ; 
While crowded benches fill the hinder ground ; 
Your lovers too, in these dark honi-s, will find, 
Keside their sweethearts, places to their mind. 
So now we're seated, ready for the play; 
The phantoms may appear, without delay ! 

( I'rumpeta.) 

■ ASTEOLORKR. 

Now let the drama, 'tis the Sire's command, 
Bewin forthwith its course! ye walls expand ! 



■ywff 



; magic yields what we requir 
The curtains vanish, as up rolled 
The wall splits open, backward ii 
An ample theatre appears to rise, 
A mystic lustre gleams before our eyes 
And I to the prosi 




ME PHISTOPHELES 

(emerging from the prompter'' s box). 
I hope for general favor in your eyes, 
The Devil's rhetoric in prompting lies I 

( To the AsTHOi.OBER.) 
The time dost know, in which the stars proceed, 
And, like a master, wilt my whispering read, 1795 

ASTROLOGER. 

Through magic power, appears before our gaze. 
Massive enough, a fane of nncient days ; 
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Like Atlas, who of old the heavens up-bare, 

Columns, in goodly rows, are standing there ; i. 

They for their burden may suffice, when twain 1800 ij 

A mighty edifice might well sustain. ;! 



ARCHITECT. 

That the antique — I cannot think it right; 

It as unwieldy we should designate ; 

The rude is noble styled, the clumsy great ! 

Slim shafts I love, aspiring, infinite; 1805 

The pointed zenith lifts the soul on high ; 

Such building us doth mostly edify. 



I ASTROLOGER. 

I deceive with reverence star-gi*anted hours ! 

I By magic word enthralled be reason's powers ; 

j Here on the other hand, let phantasy, 1810 

I Noble and daring, roam more wildly free ! 

5 What boldly you desired, he with your eyes perceived ! 

; Impossible, and hence, by faith to be believed. 

(Faust rises at the other side of the prosce^iium.) 



ASTROLOGER. 

In priestly vesture, crowned, a wondrous man, 
Who now achieves, what trustful he began ; 1815 ! 

A tripod with him from the gulf ascends; I 

With the surrounding air the incense blends ; I 

He arms himself, the lofty work to bless : j 

Henceforth we naught can augur but success. 



FAUST. 

In your name. Mothers, ye who on your throne 1820 

Dwell in the Infinite, for aye alone. 

Yet sociably ! Around your lieads are rife 

Life's ])ictures, restless yet devoid of life; 

What was, there moveth, bright with lustrous sheen ; 

For deathless will abide what once hath been. 1825 

This ye dispense, beings of matchless might, 

To day's pavilion, to the vault of night; 

Life in its gentle course doth some arrest ; 

Of others the bold magian goes in quest, 

In rich profusion, fearless, he displays 1830 

The marvels upon which each longs to gaze. 
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asthologek. 
Scarcely the glowing key the censer noare, 
When o'er the scene a niisty shroud appeare; 
It oreepelh in, clondlike it onward glides. 
Expands, ii]>-cin-l8, contracts, iinitta, divides. 183S 

Now recognize a spirit masterpiece : 
The clouds make music ; wonders never ceage, 
The airy tones, one knows not how, float by: 
Where'er they move, there all is melody ; 
The pillared shaft, the very triglyph rings ; 1840 

Yes, I believe that the whole temple sings ! 
The mist subsides; step forth, in measured time. 
From the light veil, a yonth in beauty's prime. 
Silent mme office here; his name I need not sliow; 
Who doth the gentle Paris fail to know ! 1845 

1st lady. 
Oh ! in his youthful strength what lustrous grace ! 

2d lady. 
Fresh as a peach, and full of sap his face I 

3d ladt. 
The finely chiselled, sweetly swelling lip ! 

At such a beaker fain wert thou to sip ? 

5th lady. 
Though handsome, quite unpolished is his mien. 1850 

6Tn LADY. 

A little more refined he might have been. 

KNIGHT. 

The shepherd youth, methinks, in him I trace j 
Naught of the prince or of the courtier's grace I 

ANOTHER KNIGHT. 

Half naked, fair the strijiling seems to be; 

Sat clad iu armor him we first must see 1 1855 

LADY, 

Gently he seats himself, with easy grace. 
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KNIGHT. 

For you his lap were pleasant resting-place ? 

ANOTHER. 

Lightly his arm he bendeth o'er his head. 

CHAMBERLAIN. 

That is not here allowed. 'Tis underbred ! 

LADY. 

You gentlemen are always hard to please. 1860 

CHAMBERLAIN. 

Before the Emperor to loll at ease ! 

LADY. 

He only acts I He thinks himself alone. 

CHAMBERLAIN. 

The drama should be courtly near the throue. 

LADY. 

Gently hath sleep o'ercome the gracious youth. 

CHAMBERLAIN. 

He snoreth now ; 'tis nature, perfect truth. 1865 

YOUNG LADY (enraptured). 

What fragrance with the incense sweetly blends, 
That to my inmost heart refreshment sends ? 

OLD LADY. 

A breath the soul pervades with gracious power ! 
From him it comes. 

OLDEST LADY. 

Of growth it is the flower ; 
It like ambrosia from the youth distils, 1870 

And the whole atmosphere around him fills. 

(Helena steps forward.) 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

( Such then she was ! She will not break my rest I 
* Fair, doubtless ; but she is not to my taste. 

ASTROLOGER. 

For me remains no further duty now, 

As man of honor, this I must allow. 1875 
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The fair one comes ; and hnd I tongues of fire — 
JJeauty of old did many a son,s inspire — 
Wlio sees her is enraptured ; all too blest 
Was he indeed by whom slie was possessed, 

FAUST. 

Have I still eyes? Is beauty's very spring, H 

Full gushing, to mine inmost sense revealed ? 
Most blessed gain doth my dread iourney bring. 
How blank to me the world, its depths unsealed! 
What is it since my priesthood's solemn hour! 
Enduring, firmly-based, a precious dower ! II 

Vanish from me of life the breathing power. 
If, e'en in thought, I e'er from thee decline! — 
Tlie gracious form that raiitiired once my sight, 
That in the magic mirror waked deliglit, 
Was a foam-image to such charms as thine ! — li 
'Tis thou, to whom as tribute now I bring 
Wy jiJiBsion's depth, of every power the !<iiring. 
Love, adoration, madness, heart and soul ! 

MEPUI8TOPRELE3 

(_from t/te prompter's box). 
Collect yourself, and fall not from yom* role ! 

ELDERLY LADY. 

Tall and well-shaped! Only too small the head. 1! 

YOUNGER LADY. 

Her foot! 'Tis clumsy if the truth were said. 

DIPLOMATIST. 

Princesses of this kind I've seen ; and she 
From head to foot seems beautiful to me. 

COURTIER. 

Softly she nears the sleeper, artful, shy. 



How hateful near that form of purity ! 

POET. 

He is illumined by her beauty's sheen. 
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LADY. 

Endymion ! Luna ! — 'Tis the pictured scene ! 

POET. ^ 

Quite right ! The goddess downward seems to sink ; 
] O'er him she bends, his balmy breath to drink ; 

! A kiss ! — The measure's full ! — O envied youth ! 1905 

■ Before the crowd — Too bold that is, in sooth ! 

FAUST. 

A fearful favor to the boy ! — 

: MEPHISTOPHELES. 

; Be still ! 

] And let the phantom do whate'er it will. 

COURTIER. 

She steals away, light-footed ; — he awakes. 

LADY. 

II 

; A backward glance, just as I thought, she takes ! 1910 

I COURTIER. 

[ He starts ! 'Tis marvellous ! he's all amaze. 



LADY. 

To her no marvel is what meets her gaze. 

COURTIER. 

To him with coy reserve she turneth now. 

LADY. 

She takes him into tutelage, it seems ; 

All men, in such a case, are fools, I trow; 1915 

Himself to be the first, he fondly dreams ! 

KNIGHT. 

Let me admire ! Majestically fair — 

LADY. 

The courtesan ! 'Tis vulgar, I declare ! 

PAGE. 

Now in his place to be, full fain I were ! 
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COUETIEK. 

Who in such net would not be gladly caught? 1920 

LADY. 

From hand to hand the jewel hath been passed; 
The very gilding is worn off at last. 

AXOTllEK. 

From her tenth year she hath been good for naught. 

ENIGHT. 

Each takes the best that Fate to him hath sent : 
With this fair ruin I were well content. 1925 

LEARNED MAN, 

Her I behold, yet to confess am free, 

Doubts may arise, if she the right one be. , 

Wliat's present doth into extremes betray; 

Cling closely to the letter, that's my way; 

I to what's written turn, and there I read : 1930 

How she all Troya's gray-beards charmed indeed. 

How perfectly this tallies here, I see — 

I am not young, and yet she pleases me. 

ASTROLOGER. 

A boy no more! A man, heroic, brave. 

He claspeth her, who scarce herself can save ; 1935 

With stalwart arm aloft he raises her. 

Thinks he to bear her off? 

FAUST, 

Rash fool ! Beware ! 
Thou darest ! Hcarest not ! Forbear, I aay ! 

UEPniSTOPnELES, 

Why thou thyself dost make the phantom-play ! 

ASTROLOGER. 

Only one word ! From what did her befall, 1940 

" The rape of Helena," the piece I call. 

FACST. 

The rape! Count I for nothing here? This key, 
Do I not hold it still within my hand? 
Tlirovigh dreary waaten, through waves, it guided me. 
Through solitudes, here to this solid land ; 1945 
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Here is firm footing, here the actual, where 

Spirit with spirits to potitend may dare, 

And for itself a vast, twin-realm prepare. 

Far as she was, how can she be more near ? 

Saved, she is tlouhly mine ! I'll dare it 1 Hear, 1950 

Ye Mothers, Mothers, hear, and gi-ant my quest ! 

Who once hath known, without her cannot rest! 

ASTROLOGER. 

What dost thou ? Faustus ! Faustus t — Her with 

might, 
He seizes; fades the phantom from the sight; 
Towards the youth he turneth now the key 1865 

He touches him ! — Presto ! alas ! Woe's me ! 

(Meplosion, Faust lies upon the ffround.) 
Tfte phantoms vanish in the air.) 

MEPHISTOFOELEH. 

(taking Faust upon hia shotildersj. 
You have it now ! With fools oneself to burden, 
May to the Devil prove a sorry guerdon. 
{jDarkness. Tumtdt.) 



I 



ACT THE SECOND. 

Stgh-vatHted, narrow Gothic ctuimher., 
formerly Faust's, unaltered. 



J fio^ behind a curtain. While he raises 
it and looks back, Faust is seen, stretched upon, 
an old-fashioned bed.) 

Lie there, ill-starred one ! In love's chain. 

Full hard to looae, he captive lies ! 

Not soon his senses will regain 

Whom Helena doth paralyze. 

(Looking round.) 

Above, around, on every side 6 

I gaze, uninjured all remains : 

Dimmer, raethinka, appear the colored ^a.■^w«^ 



p 

^ 



258 THE TRAGEDY OP FAUST. [Pab' 

The spiflera' webs are multiplied, 
Yellow tlie paper, and the ink is dry ; 
Yet in its place each thing I find ; 
And here the very pen doth lie, 
Wlierewith himself Faust to tlie Devil signed, 
Yea, quite dried up, and deeper in the boi'e, 
The drop of blood, I lured from him of yore — 
O'erjoyed to own such specimen uniqiiu 
Were he who objects rare is fain to seek — ; 
Here on its hook hangs still the old fur cloak, 
Me it remindt'th of that merry joke, 
When to the boy I precepts gave, for truth. 
Whereon, perchance, he's feeding now, as youth. 
The wish comes over me, with thee allied. 
Enveloped in thy worn and rug^d folds. 
Once more to swell with the professor's pride 
How quite infallible himself lie holds ; 
This feeling to obtain your savans know ; 
The Devil parted with it long ago. 

(JBe shakes Chef'ir cloak which he has taleii do\ 
crickets, mollis, and chafers Jly out.) 

CHORUS OF INSECTS. 

We welcome thy coming. 
Our patron of yore ! 
We're dancing and humming, 
And know thee once more. 
Us singly, in silence, 
Hast planted, and lo! 
By thousands, oh, father, 
We dance to and fro. 
The rogue hides discreetly 
The bosom within; 
We looaeskins fly rather 
Forth from the fur akin. 

MEPniSTOPHKLES. 

O'erjoyed I am my progeny to know ! 
We're sure to reap in time, if we but sow. 
I shake the old fur mantle as before, 
And here and there out-flutters one or more. — 
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Above, around, hasten, beloved elves, 

In hundred thousand nooks to hide yourselves ! 

'Mid boxes there of bygone time, 45 

Here in these age-erabrowned scrolls. 

In broken potsherds, foul with grime, 

In yonder skulls' now eyeless holes ! 

Amid such rotten, mouldering life. 

Must foolish whims for aye be rife. 50 

{Slips into the fur mantle,) 
Come, shroud my shoulders as of yore I 
To-day I'm principal once more; 
But useless tis, to bear the name : 
Where are the folk to recognize my claim ? 

(He pulls the beU^ which emits a shrill penetrating 

soundy at which the halls shake and the doors spring 

open.) 

FAMULUS 

(tottering up the long dark passage). 
What a clamor ! What a quaking ! 55 

Stairs are rocking, walls are shaking, 
Through the windows' quivering sheen, 
Are the stormful lightnings seen ; 
Springs the ceiling, — thence, below, 
Lime and mortar rattling flow : 60 

And, though bolted fast, the door 
Is undone by magic power! 
There, in Faust's old fleece bedight, 
Stands a giant, — dreadful sight ! 
At his glance, his beck, at me ! 65 

I could sink upon my knee. 
Shall I fly, or shall I stay? 
What will be my fate to-day 1 

MEPHI8TOPHELE8. 

Come hither, friend 1 — Your name is Nicodemus? 

FAMULUS. 

Most honored Sir, such is my name. — Oremus ! 70 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

That we'll omit. 

FAMXJXUS. 

O joy, me you do not forget. 
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MEPHISTOPnELES. 

I know it well ; old, and E["student yet; 

My inoBsy friend, even a, learned man 

Still Btudies on, because naught else he can : 

Thus a card-house each builds of medium heigbt; 

The greatest spirit fails to build it quite. 

Your master, though, that title well may claim — 

The noble Doctor Wagner, known to fame, 

First in the learned world ! 'Tis he, they say, 

Who holds that world together; every day 

Of wisdom he augments the store ! 

Who crave omniscience, evermore 

In crowds upon his teaching wait; 

He from the rostrum shines alone ; 

The keys doth like Saint Peter own. 

And doth of Hell and Heaven ope the gate; 

As before all he glows and sparkles, 

No fame, no glory but grows dim. 

Even the name of Faustua darkles ! 

Inventor there is none like him. 



Pardon, most honored Sir, excuse me, pray— 
If I presume your utterance to gainsay — 



The disappearance, unexplained as yet, 95 4 

Of tlie great man, his mind doth sorely fret ; i 

Comfort from his return and health are Etill his prayer. 

The chamber, as in l>oi'tor Faustus' day, 

Maintainn, untouched, its former state, ' 

And for its ancient lord doth wait, 100 ] 

Venture therein I scarcely may. 

What now tlie aspect of the stars ? — 

Awe-atruck the very walls appear; 

The door-posts quivered, sprang the bars — 

Else you yourself could uoi have eutered here. IDS ] 

MEPmSTOPIIELES. 

Where then bestowed himself bath be? 
Lead me to him ', bring him to me ! 



Act I I.J 



THE TRAGEDY OF FAUST. 



FAMULUS, 

Alas ! Too strict his pi-oliibition, 

Scarce dare I, without his perniission. 

Months, on his mighty work intent, 110 

Hath he, in strict seclusion spent. 

Most dainty 'raong your men of books, 

Like charcoal-burner now he looke. 

With face begrimed from ear to nose ; 

Hia eyes are bleared, while fire he blowfij 115 

Thus for the crisis still lie longs ; 

His music is the clang of tongs. 

MEFHIB TOmSLBS. 

Admittance unto me deny ? 

To hasten his suceesB, the man am I. 

(Mcil Famulus. Mephistophdes seats himself with 
a srdemn air.) 
Scarce have I ta'en my post, when lo! 120 

Stire from behind a guest, whom well I know ; 
Of the most recent school, this time, is he. 
And quite unbounded will his daring be. 

BACCALAUREUS 

{stoi'ming along the passage). 
Open find I door and gate ! 
Hope at last springs up elate, 125 
That the living shall no more 
Corpse-like i-ot, as heretofore, 
And, while breathing living breath. 
Waste and moulder aa in death. 
Here partition, screen, and wall 130 
Are sinking, bowing to their fall. 
And, unless we soon retreat. 
Wreck and ruin us will greet, 
Me, tfiough bold, nor soon afraid. 
To advance shall none persuade. 135 
WTiat shall I experience next ? 
Tears ago when sore per|)lexed, 
Came I not a freshman here. 
Full of anxious doubt and fear, 
On these gray-beards then relied, 140 
By their talk was edified ? 
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Wiiat from iniisty toraea they drew, 
They lied to me; tlie- things they knew 
Believed ttiey not ; with falsehood rife, 
Tlieinselvea and nie they robbed of life. 
How? — Yonder in the murky glare, 
There's one still sitting in the cliair — 

Drawing near I wonder more — 
Just as liim I left of yore, 
There he sits, in furry gown, 
Wrapped in shnggy fluece, the brown t 
Then he clever seemed, indeed, 
Him as yet I could not read ; 
Naught will it avail to-day ; 
So have at Ijim, straight-away 1 

If Lethe's murky flood not yet hath passed, 

Old Sir, through your bald pate, that sideways bends, 

The scholar recognize, who hither v 

Outgrown vour academic rods at last. 

The same I find you, as of yoi-e; 

But I am now the same no more. 

UBPH IBTOPIIELEB. 

Glad am I tliat I've runff you here. 
I prized you then not slightingly j 
In grub and chrysalis appear 
The future hriUiant butterfly. 
A childish pleasure then you drew 
From collar, lace, and curls. — A qaeae 
Ton probably have never worn ? — 
Now to a cro]i I see you shorn. 
All resolute and bold your air — 
But from the absolute forbear! 

BACCAL AUREUS. 

We're in the ancient place, mine ancient Sir, 

But think upon time's onward flow. 

And words of double meaning spare I 

Quite otherwise we he.irken n 

You fooled the simple, honest youth ; 

It cost but little art in sooth, 

To do what none to-day will dare. 
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i MEPHISTOPHELES. 

If to the young the naked truth one speaks, 

It pleases in no wise the yellow beaks ; 180 

But afterwards, when in their turn 

On their own skin the painful truth they learn, 

They think, forsooth, from their own head it came; 

" The master was a fool," they straight proclaim. 

BACCALAUREUS. 

A rogue perchance! — For where's the teacher 
found 185 

Who, to our face direct, will Truth expound ? 
Children to edify, each knows the way. 
To add or to subtract, now grave, now gay. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

For learning there's in very truth a time ; 
For teaching, I perceive, you now are prime 190 

"W hile a few suns and many moons have waned, 
A rich experience you have doubtless gained ! 

BACCALAUREUS. 

Experience ! Froth and scum alone. 

Not with the mind of equal birth ! 

Confess ! what men have always known, 195 

As knowledge now is nothing worth. 

MEPHISTOPHELES (after a pause). 

I long have thought myself a fool ; 
Now shallow to myself I seem, and dull. 

BACCALAUREUS. 

That pleases me ! like reason that doth sound ; 

The first old man of sense I yet have found I 200 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I sought for hidden treasures, genuine gold — 
And naught but hideous ashes forth I bore ! 

BACCALAUREUS. 

Confess that pate of yours, though bare and old, 
Than yonder hollow skull is worth no more ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Thou knowest not, friend, how rude is thy reply, 205 



THE TRAGEDY OF FAUST. 



MEPFIISTOPHELES 

(slill momng his w/ieel-c/iair ever nearer to the proscen- 
ium, to the pit). 
Up here I am bereft of light and air ; 
I perUaps shall tind a refuge with you there ? 

BACCALAUKEUS 

When at their worst, that men would something be. 

When they are naught, presumptuous Beems to rae. 210 

Man's life is in the blood, and where, in sooth, 

Pulses tlie blood so strongly as in youth ? 

That's living blood, which with fresh vigor rife, 

The newer life createth out of life. 

There all is movement, something there is done; 215 

Falleth the weak, the able presses on 1 

WhileJialf the world we'neathoursway have brought, 

What have ye done? Slept, nodded, dreamed, and 

Plan after plan rejected ; — nothing won. 

Age is, in sooth, a fever cold, 220 

With frosts of whims and peevish need : 

When more than thirty years are told, 

As good as dead one is indeed : 

You it were best, methinks, betimes to slay. 




The devil here has nothing more to say. 22 

BACCALAUKEUS. 

Save through my will, no devil dares to be, 
MEPiiisTOPiiELEs (aside). 
V prepares a fall for thee ! 

BACCALAUKEUS. 

3 of youth's estate, 
not, till it r did create ; 
a I lead from out the sea; 2S 

^ e the Moon began with me ; 

The Day arrayed herself my ste)>s to meet, 
The earth grew green, and blosaomed me to greet; 



J 



THE TRAGEDY OF FAU3T. 



265 



I 



I 

I 



At my command, upon yon primal Night, 

The starry lioats unveiled their glorious light. 235 

Who, beside me, the galling chains unbound, 

Which cramping thought had cast your spirits round ? 

And I am free, as spe^s my spiril^voice, 

My inward light I follow, and rejoice ; 

Swift I advance, enraptured, void of fear, 240 

Brightness before me, darkness in the rear. (jEarf;.) 

MErHISTOPHELES. 

Go, in thy pride, original, thy way ! — 
True insight would, in truth, thy spirit grieve ! 
What wise or stupid thoughts can man conceive, 
Unpondered in the ages passed away ? — 245 

Yet we for him need no misgi\-ing have ; 
Changed will he be, when a few years are past ; 
Howe'er absurdly may the must behave, 
Nathless it yields a wme at last. — 

{To the younger part of the audience, who do not 
applaud.) 
Though to ray words yon're somewhat cold, 250 

Good children, me you don't offend ; 
Reflect ! The devil, he is old ; 
Grow old then, him to compfehend ! 

Z,aboratori/. 
(After the fashion of the middle ages; cumbrous, use- 
less apparatus, for fantastic purposes.) 
WAGNKE (at the furnace). 
Soundeth the bell, a fearful clang 
Thrills through these sooty walls ; no more 255 
Upon fulfilment waits the pang 
Of hope or fear; — suspense is o'er; 
The darkness begins to clear, 
Within the inmost phial glows 
Radiance, like living coal, that throws, 260 

Aa from a sjilendid carbuncle, its rays ; 
AtJiwart the gloom its lightning plays, 
A pure white lustre doth appear ; 
may I never lose it more ! — 
My God ! what rattles at the door ? 266 
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jtEPUisTOPnELES {entering). 
Welcome ! As friend I enter here. 

WAGNEK. 

Hail to the star that rules the hour I 

{Softly-) 

On breath and iitteranoe let a ban be laid 1 
Soon will be conBummate a work of power. 



MEPHI3TOPHELE9 {ill a whiter). 



What is it, then ? 

WAGUEtt. 

A man ia being made. 270 

ITE PHISTOPHELES. 

A man ? and pray what loving pair 
Have in your smoke-hole their abode ? 

WAG NEE. 

Nay ! Heaven forbid ! As nonsense we declare 

The ancient proereative mode ; 

The tender point, life's spring, the gentle strength 275 

That took and gave, that from within hath pressed 

And seized, intent itself to manifest. 

The nearest first, the more remote at length, — 

This from its dignity is now dethroned ! 

The brute indeed may take delight therein, 280 

But man, by whom sucli mighty gifts are owned. 

Must have a purer, higher origin. 

{JTe tiirna to thejnrnaee.) 
It flashes, see! — Now may we trustful hold. 
That if, of substances a hundred-fold, 
Through mixture, — for on mixture it depends — 285 
The human substance duly we compose, 
And then in a retort enclose, 
And cohobate ; hi still repose 
The work is perfected, our labor ends. 

{Again turning to tfwjhmaee.) 
It forms ! More clear the substance grows I 29( 

Stronger, more strong, conviction grows! 
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What Nature's mystery we once did style, 

That now to test our reason tries, 

And what she organized erewhile, 

We now are fain to crystallize. 295 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Who lives doth much experience glean ; 
By naught in this world will he be surprised ; 
Already in my travel-years I've seen, 
Full many a race of mortals crystallized. 

WAGNER {stiU gazing intently on thepJiial), 

It mounts and glows and doth together run, 800 

One moment, and the work is done ! 
As mad, a grand design at first is viewed ; 
But we henceforth may laugh at fate, 
And so a brain, with thinking-power embued, 
Henceforth your living thinker will create. 305 

(^Surveying the phial with rapture^ 

The glass resounds, with gracious power possessed ; 

It dims, grows clear ; living it needs must be 1 

And now in form of beauty dressed, 

A dainty mannikin I see. 

What more can we desire, what more mankind? 310 

Unveiled is now what hidden was of late ; 

Give ear unto this sound, and you will find, 

A voice it will become, articulate. — 

HOMUNCULUS 

(in the phial^ to Wagnee). 

Now, fatherkin, how goes it? 'Twas no jest ! 
I Come, let me to thy heart be fondly pressed — 315 

iLest the glass break, less tight be thine embrace 1 
This is the property of things : the All 
\ Scarcely suffices for the natural ; 

The artificial needs a bounded space. 

(to Mephistopheles.) 

But thou. Sir Cousin, Rogue, art thou too here ? 320 
At the right moment ! Thee I thank. 'Tis clear 
To us a happy fortune leadeth thee; 
While I exist still must I active be, 
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And to the work fortfiwith myselE would gird ; 
Thou'rt skiDed the way to shorten. 

Just one word ! 325 
I oft have been ashamed that knowledge failed, 
When old and young with problems me assailed. 
For instance : no one yet could comprehend, 
How aoul and body so completely blend. 
Together hold, as ne'er to part, while they 330 

Torment each other through the live-long day. 
So tlien — 



Forbear! The problem solve for me, 
Why man and wife so wretchedly agree ? 
Upon this point, my friend, thou It ne'er be clear ; 
Tlie mannikin wants work, he'll find it here. 



What's to be done ? 



MEPniSTOPnEI.ES 

(pointing to a side door). 
Yonder thy gifts display ! 



ihiat). 



WAG ME R 

(atill gazing into t) 
A very lovely boy, I needs must say ! 
( The side door opens ; Faust is seen, stretched upon a 
couch.) 



HOMUNcirms 



Momentus ! 

( The phial slips from Wagner's hands, honers over 
Faust, a«rf sheds a light upon him.) 
Girt with beauty I — Water clear 
In the thick grove; fair women, who nndrcss; 
Most lovely ereataros ! — grows their loveliness : 340 
But o'er the i-est one shines without a peer, 
As if from heroes, nay, from gods she came j 
In tfae transparent sheen her foot she laves; 
The tender life-fire of her noble frame 
She cools in yielding crystal of the waves. 345 

Of swiftly moving wings what sudden noise ? 
What plash, what plunge the liquid glass destroys? 
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The maidens fly alarmed; alone, the queen, 
With calm composure gazes on the scene ; 
With womanly and proud delight, she sees 
The prince of swana press fondly to her knees, 
Persistent, tame ; familiar now he grows. — 
Bat suddenly up-floata a misty shroud, 
And with thick-woven veil doth overcloud 
The loveliest of all lovely shows, 

MEPinSTOPHELES. 

Why, thou, in sooth, canst everything relate ! 
Small as thou art, as phaotast thou art great. 
I can see nothing — 

nOMUNCULUS. 

I believe it. Thou, 
Bred in the north, in the dark ages, how, 
In whirl of priesthood and knight-errantry, 
Have for such sights thy vision free I 
In' darkness only thou'rt at home. 

{Looking round.) 
Ye brown, repulsive blocks of stone, 
Arch -pointed, low, with mould o'ergrown ! 
Should he awake, new care were bred. 
He on the spot would straight be dead. 
Wood-fountains, swans, fair nymplis undressed. 
Such was bis dream preaageful, rare; 
In (ilace like thia how could he rest, 
Which I, of easy mood, scarce bear ! 
Away with him ! 

MEPHIS TOPHELE B. 

I like yoar plan, proceed 1 

nOMIINCUL0S. 

Command the warrior to the fight, 
The maiden to the dancers lead ! 
They're satisfied, and all is right- 
E'en now a thought occurs, most bright ; 
'Tis classical Walpurgis night — 
Most fortunate ! It suits liis bent. 
So bring him straightway to his element I 



I 
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MEPniSTOPHEI.ES. 

Of sueli I iit^'er have heard, I frankly own. 

HOMUNCULUS. 

Vy.on your ear indeed how should it fail ? 
Only romantic {rhoBts to you are known ; 
Your genuine glioal is also classical. 

BIEPHlSTOPnELES. 

But whitherwanl to travel are we fain ? 
Youi- antique colleagues are against my grain. 



Northwestward, Satan, lies thy pleasure-ground ; 39£ 
But, this time, we to the southeast are bound. — 
An ample vale Peneios floweth through. 
'Mid bush and tree its curving shores it laves; 
The plain extendeth to tlic mountain caves, 
Above it lies Pharsalus, old and new, 39( 

KEpniBTDPllELES. 

Alas I Forbear! Forever be eBche wed 

Those wars of tyrauTiy and senltude ! 

I'm bored with them : for they, as soon as done. 

Straight recommence ; and no one calls to nilud 

That he in sooth, is only played upon 39£ 

By Asmodeus, who still lurks behind. 

They battle, ho 'tia said for freedom's rights — 

More clearly seen, 'tia stave 'gainst slave nho tights. 

HOMITNCULOS. 

Leave we to men their nature, qnarrel-pronu 1 
Each must defend himself, as best he can, 40( 

From boyhood up so he becomes a man. 
The question here is how to cure this one ? 

{Pointing to Faust.) 
Hast thou a means, here let it tested be ; 
Canst thou do uaught, then leave the task to me. 

MEPniSTOPHELES. 

Full many a Brocken-piccc I might essay, 401 

But bolts of heathendom foreclose the way. 
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The Grecian folk were ne'er worth much, 'tis true, 

Yet with the senses' play they dazzle you ; 

To cheerful sins the human heart they lure, 

While ours are reckoned gloomy and obscure. 410 

And now what next? 

HOMUNCULUS. 

Of old thou wert not shy ; 
And if I name Thessalian witches, — why, 
I something shall have said, — of that I'm sure. 

MEPHISTOPHELES QuStfully). 

Thessalian witches — well! the people they 
Concerning whom I often have inquired. 415 

Night after night, indeed, with them to stay, 
That were an ordeal not to be desired ; 
But for a trial trip — 

nOMUNCULUS. 

The mantle there 
Reach hither, wrap it round the knight ! 
As heretofore, the rag will bear 420 

Both him and thee ; the way I'll light. 

WAGNER (alarmed). 
And I? 

HOMUNCULUS. 

At home thou wilt remain, 
Thee most important work doth there detain ; 
The ancient scrolls unfolding, cull 
Life's elements, as taught by rule, 425 

And each with other then combine with care ; 
Upon the What^ more on the How^ reflect V 
Meanwhile as through a piece of world I fare, 
I may the dot upon the " I " detect. 
Then will the mighty aim accomplished be ; 430 

Such high reward deserves such striving ; — wealth. 
Honor and glory, lengthened life, sound health, 
Knowledge witlial and virtue — possibly. 
Farewell! 

WAGNEB. 

Farewell ! That grieves my heart full sore I 
I fear, indeed, I ne'er shall see thee more. 485 

-—-——— — '■ r 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Now to Peneios forth we wend ! 
We must not slight our cousin's aid. 

( To the spectators.) 

At last, in sooth, we all depend 

On creatures we ourselves have made. 



J. 
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CLASSICAL WALPURGIS NIGHT. 

Pharsalian Fidda, 
Darkness. 

ERICHTHO.* 

To this night's ghastly fete, as oftentimes before 440 

I hither come, Erichtho, I, the gloomy one ; 

Not so atrocious, as the sorry poet-throng 

Me in excess have slandered. . . They no* measure 

know 
In censure and applause. . . O'erwhitened seems to me, 
With waves of dusky tents, the valley, far and wide, 
Night-phantom of that dire and most appalling night. 
How often 'tis repeated ! Will for evermore 447 

Repeat itself for aye. . . empire none gladly yields 
To others ; none to him, by force who mastered it 
And forceful reigns. For each, his inmost self to rule 
How impotent soe'er, ruleth right joyously 461 

His neighbor's will, as prompts his own imperious 

mind. . . . 
Nathless a great example here was battled through ; 
Here force gainst force more potent takes its stand, 
Freedom's fair chaplet breaks, with thousand blossoms 

rife, 465 

The stubborn laurel bends around the victor's brow. 
Of greatness' budding-day here Pompey dreamed ; and 

there, 
Watching the wavering balance, Caesar wakeful lay ! 
Strength they shall measure. Knows the world who 

here prevailed. 
Brightly the watch-fires burn, diffusing ruddy flames ; 
Reflex of blood, once spilt, does from the soil exhale,461 
And by the night's most rare and wondrous splendor 

lured. 
Hither the legions throng of Hellas' mythic lore. 
Round every fire dim shapes, phantoms of ancient days 
Flit wavering to and fro, or there recline at ease. . 466 

* A Theasalian witch oonsulted by Pompey. ' 
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The moon, not fully orbed, of clearest light serene, 
Uprising, lustre mild diffuses all around. 
Vanish the spectral tenia, the fires are burning blue. 
But !o ! above my head, what sudden meteor sails ! 
It shinea, and doth illume a ball corporeal. 470 

I snufE the scent of life. Me it beseemeth not 
The living to approach, to whom I noxious am ; 
That brings me ill-repute, and nothing profits me. 
Already it alnka down. With caution I retire. 

( Withdraws.) 

The aerial travellera above. 

HOMUNCULUS. 

O'er the horrar weird and blazing, 475 

Wing once more your circling flight ; 

Down on vale and hollow gazing, 
All phantasmal is the sight. 

MEPIIISTOPHELES. 

Hideous ghosts, as through the casement 
Old, 'raid northern waste and gloom, 480 

I behold, — without amazement, — 
Here as there I am at home ! 

HOMUNCULUS. 

Swiftly, there, before us striding, 
MarK yon tall, retreating shade ! 

ME PHISTOPHELEB. 

Seeing us through ether gliding, 485 

Troubled seems she, and afraid. 

HOMiracULPS. 

Let her stride! Set down thy burden, — 
Him, thy Knight; — the while I speak, 
Life to him returns, the guerdon, 

He in fable-land doth seek. 490 

FAUST {touching the f/round). 
Where is she? 

HOMUNCULUS. 

That r cannot say. 
Bat here perchance inquire for her you may. 
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Till breaks the dawn, with speed, do thou, 
From fire to fire, Btill seeking, wend ; 
He nothing more need fe.ir, I trow, ' 

Who, to the Mothers, ventured to descend. 

MEPmSTOrnELES. 

My part to play, I also claim ; 

And for our weal naught better know, 

Than that, forthwith, from flame to flame, 

Seeking his own adventures each should go. 

Tlien U8 once more to re-unite, 500 

Show, little friend, thy sounding light! 

HOMUNCULCS. 

Thus shall it sound, thus glitter, too! 

( The glass rings, and emits a powerful light.) 
And now away to marvels new ! 

FAUST (alone). 
Where is slie? — Now no further question make I 606 
If this were not the Bod, hor form tbat bare, 
This not the wave that brake to welcome her, 
Yet 'tis the air, that once her language spake ! 
Here ! through a wonder, here on Grecian land I 
I felt at once the soil whereon I stand : 610 

As me, the sleeper, a new 8]iii-it fired, 
An Antfflus in heart, I rise inspired. 
Assembled here objects most strange I find. 
Searching, through this flame-labyrinth I'll wind. 
(Jle re/ires.) 
MEPHiSTOPHEij;s (j>ryhig around). 
As I these little firea still wander through, 515 

I find myself a stranger everywhere ; 
Quite naked most, some shirted here and there : 
The Sphinxes shameless, and the Griffins too, 
^nd wing&d things, witli tresses, hurrying past, 
^ore, behind, within mine eye are glassed . . , 620 
Jheart indecent are we, truth to speak, 
t all too lifelike find I the Antique; 
_. by the modern mind must be controlled, 
And overgloBsed, in fashions manifold. . . . 
A crew repulsive ! Yet, a stranger guest, 525 
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In coiirteoua phrase be my salute cxpresBed, , . . 
All hail ! ye beauteous ladies, gray-beards wise I 

GRiFPiu {marling). 
Not Gray-beards — Griffins! It the temper tries 
To hear oneself styled gray. In eveiy word 
Some echo of its origin is heard : 530 

Grim, grievous, grizzled, grimy, graveyards, gray, 
In etymol<^y accord, and they 
Still put us out of tune. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Tet all the same, 
The "Gri" contents you in your honored name. 

GEiFFiN {as above). 
Of course I For the alliance proved may be, 535 

Oft blamed, indeed, but praised more frequently. 
Let each one gripe at beauty, empire, gold, 
Fortune still aids the Gi'iper if he's boid. 

ANTS {of the coloss«i kind). 
Of gold ye speak. Thereof we much ha<l stored, 
And piled in rocks and cavea our secret hoard ; 540 
The Arimaspiana found it, bore it off — 
So far away that now at us tboy scoff, 

GRIFFIN. 

We'll bring them straightway to confession. 

ARIMASPIAN. 

Not on this night of jubilee ! 

Ere morning, all will squandered be ; 645 

For this time we retain possession. 

MEPniSTOPHELES 

(who has seated himself between tJie Sphinxes). 
How soon, well-i)l eased, I grow familiar here t 
I understand them, man by man. 

spnixx. 
Our spirit-tones into your ear 

We breathe, embody them yon can. 550 

Until we know thee better, tell thy name. 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Full many a title I 'mong men may claim. 

Are Britons here ? Tliey travel far to trace 

Kenown^d battle-fields and water-falls, 

Old musty classic sites, and ruined walls. 555 

A worthy goal for them this very place ; 

Of me their ancient plays would testify ; 

I there was seen as Old Iniquity. 

SPHINX. 

How came they upon that ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I know not. 

SPHINX. 

That may be. 
To read the starry volume hast thou power? 560 

What sayest to the aspect of the hour ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES (looklfig Up). 

Star shooteth after star, bright the shorn moon doth 

shine. 
And I'm content this cosy place within ; 
I warm myself against thy lion's skin. 
Aloft to climb were hurtful, I opine. 565 

Propose some riddles, some charades ! — Begin 1 

SPHINX. 

Thyself declare, a riddle that indeed. 

Only essay thine inmost self to read : 

" Needful to pious, as to bad men found ; 

Armor to those, ascetic fence to test, 570 

Comrade to these, in every desperate quest. 

And both alike to Zeus, a merry jest." 

1st geifpin {snarling), 
I like him not t 

2d griffin (marling more UmcUy). 
What wants he here ? 

BOTH. 

The brute belongs not to this sphere I 
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MEPHiSToPHELES (bnitally). 
Thoii thinkest, maybe, that the stranger's nai 
To scratch with, like tliy talons, can't avail? 
Let's try, forthwith ! 

BPFIIN^ {VVildhj). 

Here thou may'st ever 
But from our miiaBt thyself wilt soon expel. 
In thine own- land ail wont Ihj-seif to please. 
If I mistake not, here thou'rt ill at ease. 


, 575 

dwell, 

580 






JLEr HI STO PU ELES . 

Enticing art tliou, wlien above descried ; 
But with the beast below, I'm horrified. 








SPHIXX. 

Thou false one, thou ahalt bittei-Iy repent : 
These paws are sound : hut as for thee, 
With thy shrunk hoof thou'rt not content, 
It seems, in our society. 


686 






Sirens {preluding above). 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

What birds are those, on jwplar bough 
Swinging, the river banks along? 




j 




Beware ! the noblest have ere now 
Been mastered by the Sirens' song 1 


690 
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SIRENS. 

Ah ! Misguided one, why linger, 
'Mid these hideous wonders dwelling ! 
Cometh each melodious singer; — 
Hark ! our choral notes are sivelling, 
As beseems the Siren-throng. 


695 




1 


flPHINXEH 

(mockintj them in the same melody). 
Force them downward, hither faring; 
'Mid the boughs themselves concealing. 
They to seize you are preparing ; 
Ugly falcon-claws revealing. 
If ye hearken to their song. 600 
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SIBENS. 

Envy, Hate, avaunt ye ! Listen ! 
All the brightest joys that glisten 
'Neath the sky, assemble we ! 
Now with joy in every feature, 
Hail we gladly every creature, 605 

i On the earth or in the sea ! 

■> 

I MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Dainty novelties, — there ring 

From the throat and from the string 

Tones that sweetly interweave. 

Trills on me away are thrown ; 610 

Tickle they mine ear alone. 

But untouched my heart they leave. 

SPHINXES. 

Speak not of hearts, for, I believe, 

A leathern wallet in its place, 

Shrivelled, would better suit thy face. . 615 

PAUST {entering). 

The spectacle contents me ; — wondrous creatures, 
Ill-favored, yet with large and stalwart features. 
E'en now, I augur an auspicious fate ; 
Whither doth me that eaniest glance translate ? 

{poi7iting to the Sphinxes). 
Once before such took CEdipus his stand ; 620 

(pointhig to the Sikens). 
Writhed before such TJlyss in hempen band ? 

{pointing to the Ants). 
By such the mightiest treasure was upstored. 

{jwinting to the Griffins). 
With true and faithful watch, these kept the hoard. 
I feel new life my being penetrate ; 
Great are the forms, the memories are great ! 625 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Once thou such shapes had scouted, now 
Thou seemest friendly to their kind ; 
E'en monsters welcome are, I trow. 
To him who would the loved one find. 
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F4UBT (lo the Sphinxes). 
Ye women shapes, straight must ye answer me: 
Hath one of you chanced Helena to see ? 

spniNx. 
We reach not to her day; the last was slain 
By Hercules ; some tidings tliou niay'st gain 
From Chiron, canst thou him detain. 
Round on this giiostly night he doth career ; 
If he will answer thee, thy goal is near. 



Thoii, for certain, shalt not fail ! . . 
When TJlysBOH, with us whiling. 
Sped not forward, unreviling. 
He hath told as many a tale. 
All to thee we would confide. 
If 'midst Ocean's purple tide. 
To our seats thou would'st repair. 



Noble one, their guile beware I 
As LTlysaes to the mast, — 
Thee let our good counsel bind. 
Canst thou noble Chiron tind. 
Thy desire wilt gain at last. 

(Mcit Faust.) 

MEPHISTOPHELKB {peCBlshly). 

What croaks, on pinions nishing by? 
So swiftly they elude the eye. 
In single file they hurrying fly; 
The hunter they would tire, 1 ween. ' 

SPHINX, 
Like storm of wintry tempest, these. 
Scarce reach Alcides' arrows keen — 
They are the swift Stymphalidea ; 
Their croaking too is kindly meant, 
With foot of goose and vulture beak; 
To mingle in our sphere they seek, 
Their cousiiiahip to prove intent, 
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MEPiiisTOPHELEs {scaved). 
There whiz some other forms of ill — 660 

SPHINX. 

For fear of these you need not quake : 

These are the heads of the Lernaean snake, 

Shorn from the trunk, and think they're something still. 

But say what meaneth this distress? 

This troubled air, this restlessness ? 665 

Where would you go ? Be off, I say ! 

The group, that yonder meets mine eye, 

Leads you to turn your neck awry. 

Be not constrained ! Begone ! Away ! 

And greet full many a visage fair ! 670 

The Lamise, wantons sly, are there. 

With forehead bold, and winning smile, 

As they the Satyr-race beguile : 

With them the goat's foot all may dare. 

MEPHIST0PHELE8. 

You'll stay, that I may find you here again, 675 

SPHINX. 

Yea ! mingle with the airy train ! 

From Egypt we the custom own. 

That each a thousand years shall keep her throne. 

And to our place, if due respect ye pay, 

We rule the lunar, rule the solar day. 680 

We, the Pyramids before. 
Sit for judgment of the nations. 
War and peace and inundations — 
Change our features nevermore. 



1- 



Peneios. 
Surrounded by waters and Nymphs. 

PENEIOS. 

Sedgy whispers, gently flow ; 686 

Sister reeds, breathe faint and low ; 
Willows, lightly rustle ye. 
Lisp, each trembling poplar-tree. 
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To my interruptetl dream! 
Wakens ine a tempest drear; 
From ray rest a. trembling tear 
Scares me, 'neath my flowing stream. 

FAU8T {approaching tliestrecan). , 
By mine ear I mnst believe, 
Where tlieae arbors interweave 
Bush and bough, tbere breathes around, 
As of human voice the Bound ; 
Prattling seems each wave to j'liiy, 
And the breeze keeps tioiiday. 

NYMPHS {to Faust). 
Oh, best were it for thee, 
Way-weary and acre, 
In coolness reclining, 
Thy lirabs to restore; — 
The rest thus enioying 
That from thee iotli nee ; 
We rustle, we murniur. 
We whisper to thee 1 

PAtJST. 

TeB, I'm awake? Let them have sway 

These peerless shapes, as in their play 

Follows mine eye, in eager queBt, 

How strange the feeling ! What are these? 710 \ 

Dreams are they? Are they memories? 

Already once wert thou so bleat. 

Athwart thick-woven copae and buah 

Still waters glide ; — they do not rush, 

Scarcely they rustle &a they flow : 715 | 

From every side their currents bright 

A hundred crystal springs unite, 

And form a sloping bath below. 

Young nymphs, whose hmba of graceful mould, 

The gazer'a raptured eyea behold, 720 J 

Are in the liquid mii'ror glassed ! 

Bathing with joyance all-pervading, 

Now boldly swimming, shyly wading. 

With shout and water-fight at lost. 
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Contented might I be witb these, 

Mine eye be charmed witli what it sees. 

Yet to yon covei't's leafy screen 

My yearning glance doth forward jiress, 

The verdant wealth of wliose recess 

Shrouds from my gaze the lofty queen. 

Most wonderful 1 Swans now draw near ; 

Forth from the bays their course they steer, 

Oaring with majestic grace ; 

Floating, tenderly allied, 

But with self-complacent ptide, 

Head and beak they move apace I 

But one seems before the rest, 

Joyfully the wave to breast. 

Sailing Bwift, without a peer ; 

Swells his plumage, wave on wave, 

That the answering flood doth lave; — ■ 

He the hallowed spot doth near. . . . 

Now the others swim together, 

To and fro, with ahining feather ; 

Soon in splendid strife, they scare 

All the timid maids away ; 

That, from duty swerving, they 

For themselves alone may care. 



Sisters, hearken, lay your ear 
To the water's gi-assy bound ! 
Hingeth, if I rightly hear. 
As of horse's hoof the sound. 
Would I knew who, on this night, 
Message bears in rapid flight. 

PAUST. 

As it ^eems, the earth indeed 
Echoes 'neath a hurrying steed. 

Yoader turns my glance I 
Can such bleBsed cliance 
Wait upon me here ? 
Marvel without peer! 
Hither a rider swift doth scour — 
Endowed with. spirit and with power- 
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Borne by a snow-u'liite steed is he. . . . 

I err not, him I seek is found — 

Of Phiiyra the son renowned ! — 76S 

Holt! Cbiron! Halt! I'd speak with thee. . . . 



I pause not. 



FAUST. 

Thy course arrest 1 

CniEON. 

FAUST. 

Take me with thee, grant my quest ! 

CHIRON. 

Mount I So I can inquire, as on we fare. 

Whither art bound? Thou standest on the banks; '4 

Prepared I am, thee through the Btream to hear. 

FAUBT {mounting). 
Where'er thou wilt. Have evermore my tlianks. . 
The mighty man, the pedagogue of old 
Whose fame it was, a hero-race to mould : 
The noble Argonauts, with all their peers, 7 

Who formed the poet's world, in bygone years — 

CHIHON. 

That pass we over. Pallas' self indeed 

Ap Mentor is not honored; to my thought, 

All, in the end, in their own way proceed, 

As though, in sooth, they never had been taught. 7 

FAUST. 

Tlje leech who names each plant, who knows 
AU roots, e'en ihat which deepest grows, 
Wounds who assuageth, sickness who doth chase, 
In mind and body's strength I here embrace — 

CHIBOX. 

Were hero wounded on the field, 7 

Counsel and aid I could impart; 
But, in the end, to priests I yield, 
And women-herbalists my heahng art. 
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In thee the truly great man speaks, 

To words of praise who stops his ears ; 790 

Who acts, while privacy he seeks, 

As were he one of many peers. 

CHIRON. 

Well skilled thou seemest, to beguile 
People and prince with glozing wile. 

FAUST. 

j At least by thee 'twill be confessed, — 795 

i The greatest of thy time hast seen, the best ; 
j Hast with the noblest vied, in earnest strife, 
' And lived of demi-gods the arduous life ! 

5 But 'mong those figures of heroic mould, 

In virtue whom pre-eminent didst hold ? 800 



CHIRON. 

In the high circle of the Argonauts, 
Each valiant was in fashion of his own, 
And, by the virtue which inspired his thoughts. 
Where others failed, he could suffice alone ; 
The Dioscuri ever did prevail 805 

Where youthful bloom and beauty turned the scale ; 
Resolve, prompt deeds for others welfare, these 
The portion fair of the Boreades ; 
Reflective, wary, strong, in council wise. 
So Jason lorded, dear to woman's eyes. 810 

Then, Orpheus, tender, contemplative, still ; — 
j Smote he the lyre, all owned his wondrous skill. 
I Lynceus, through rocks and shoals, who, keen of sight, 
I Guided the holy ship, by day and night. 
] In fellowship is danger fronted best, 815 

j Where one achieves, extolled by all the rest. 

FAUST. 

Of Hercules to me wilt naught impart ? 

I CHIRON. 

; Alas ! wake not the longing in my heart. • • • 
i Never ha<J Phoebus met my gaze. 

Ares, or Hermes, — such their name ; 820 
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When, as divine what nil men praise 
Before ray raptured vision came '. 
A monarch born, in youth arrayed 
With glorious beauty ; homage dna 
He to his elder brother paid, 
And to the loveliest women, too ; 
. His second bears not Mother Earth, 
Nor Hebe leads to heaven again ; 
Song strives in vain to tell his worth. 
Tortured ia marble, too, in vain! 



To give such form to mortal ken 
The sculptor's boasted power is weak. 
The fairest bast portrayed of men, 
Now of the lovehest woman speak ! 



lanty ! 
1 of life 



Too oft an image void o 
The being only can I praise, 
Joy^iving and with gladness rife. 
For beauty in herself ia blest ; 
Grace makes resistless, where posaeBsed, 
Like Helena, whom once I bare. 

FAUST. 

Her thou haat borne ? 

CHIBON. 

Yea I On tbis back. 

PACST. 

Was I not 'mazed enough ? Alack I 
And now such seat must bless me ! 

ClUKON. 

By my hair 
Me hath she grasped, as thou dost now, 

FAUST. 

I lose myself! Oh, tell me, bow ? 

She is in truth my sole desire ! 

Her, whence and whither didst thou bear? 



''^•^^I 

^ 
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Easy to tell what you require. 

Tlieir little sister, then the robbers' prey, 8.50 

Tlie Dioscuri had redeemed ; but they, — 

The ravishers, not wont to be subdued, 

Took courage, and witJi stormful rage pnrsued ; 

The brothers, with their sister, urged their way 

Towards the marsh, that near Eleiisis lay : 855 

The brothers waded ; plashing over it, I swam ; 

Then o£E she sprang, and fondly pressed 

My mane, all-dripptng; self-jiossesaed, 

She soothed and thanked, with sweet reserve aod coy I 

How charming was she ! Young, of eld the joy ! 860 

FAUST. 

Just seven years old. . . ■ 

CHIKON. 

The philologueB, I see, 
As they themselves deceived, so have they thee. 
Unique, in sooth, your mythologic dame : 
After his pleasure her the poet shows ; 
Forever yonng, old age she never knows, 865 

Her iigure, love-inspiring, aye the same ; 
Ravished when young, courted when youth in fioWD — 
Knough, no bonds of time the poets own. 

FAU9T. 

So let her also by no time be bound I 

At Pherte by Achillee elie was found 870 

Beyond time's limits — happiness how rare I 

In spite of destiny, love triumphed there ; 

And should I not, with powerful longing rife. 

Draw forth that matchless figure into life, 

The deathless being, born of gods the peer, 876 

Tender as great, anblime, yet ever dear? 

Thou sawest lier once, whom I to-d.ay have seen, 

Charming ns fair, fair as desired, I woen ! 

Enthralled is my whole being, heart and brain ; 

I cease to live, unless I her dbtain ! 880 



Stranger! tlion art tnr.iptured, as men deem; 
Yet among spirits, brain<struck ilioti dost seem. 
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'Tia well this madness hath assailed thee here. 

Since, only for some moments every year, 

My wont it is to Manto to repair; 885 

She, jEsculapiua' child, in silent prayer 

Implores her sire, who honor thus woiikl gain, 

Now to illumine the physicians' brain. 

That from rash cleath-strokes they henceforth refrain — 

To me the dearest of the Sybil's |[uild, 890 

Not wildly moved, with helpful kindness filled; 

After a brief delay thy perfect cure, 

Tlirougli power of simples, cau her ait secure. 

FAU6T. 

But cured I would not bel My mind is strong! 
Then were I abject like the vulgar throng! 895 

cnntoN. 
Scorn not the healing of the noble fount. 
We now are at the place ; with speed, dismount. 

FAUST, 

Whither, upon this night, with horror fraught, 

Me, through the i>ebbly stream, to land hast brought ? 



Here Rome and Hellas madly spumed in fight, J 
(Olympus left, Peneioa to the right,) 
The mightiest realm that e'er in sand was lost ; 
Tlie monarch flies, triumjihs the burgher liost. 
Look up! Here stands, filgnificantly near. 
The fane eternal, bathed in moonlight clear. ! 

UASTO (dreaming within.) 

Horse-hoofs shake the air, 

Rings t!ie sacred stair; 

Demi-gods draw near. 

CHIRON. 

Right? Open but thine eyes ! I'm here! 
MANTO (awaking). 
Welcome ! Thou hast not failed, I see. ! 

CHIKON, 

Still stands thy temple-bome for thee! 
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MANTO. 

Unwearied roam'st thou far and wide ? 

CHIRON. 

In quiet dost thou aye abide, 
While I in ceaseless change delight? 

MANTO. 

I wait, time circles me. — This wight? 916 

CHIRON. 

Him hath this ill-reputed night 
Caught in its whirl, and hither brought. 
Helen, with mind and sense distraught, 

J Helen, he for himself would win, 

i But how and where he knows not to begin ; 920 

i Worthy is he thy healing art to prove. 

I MANTO. 

I Who the impossible desires, I love. 

. (Chiron is already far away.) 

Enter, bold man, be joy thy meed ! 

This gloomy path to Proserpine doth lead, 

She at Olympus' hollow foot 925 

\ Doth lurk for unallowed salute. 

[ In bygone time I Orpheus smuggled here ; 

[ Do thou fare better ! Forward ! Do not fear ! 

{They descend,) 

The Upper Peneios^ as before, 

SIRENS. 

Plunge into Peneios' flood ! 

There beseems to swim rejoicing, 930 

Song on song in chorus voicing. 

For the unhallowed people's good. 

Without water health is none ! 

In bright bands to the uEgean, 

Speed we now with sounding paean ; 935 

Every joy will then be won. 

(JEhrthqtiake.) 
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SIRENS. 

Back the foaming wave is rushing, 

In its bed it flows no more ; 

Quakes the earth, the floods are gushing, 

Bursting smokes the pebbly shore. 940 

Let us fly ! Come, every one ! 

Bodes this marvel good to none. 

Hence ! each noble, joyous guest, 

Seaward to our gladsome fest. 

Where the wavelets' glittering band 945 

Lightly swelling, lave the strand ; 

There where Luna, mirrored true, 

Moistens us with holy dew I 

There is life's unfettered motion — 

Here an earthquake's dire commotion ! 950 

Hence ! Ye wise ones, fly apace ! 

Horror reigneth in this place. 

SEISMOS 

(heUoioiiig and blustering in the depths). 

Once more heave with might and main, 
With the shoulders bravely strain : 
So the upper world we gain, 955 

Where to us must all things bend ! 

SPHINX. 

What a most unpleasant quaking, 

Hideous storm-blast, awe-awaking ! 

What a heaving, what a throe. 

Surging, swaying, to and fro ! 960 

Horror not to be endured ! 

But our post we'll not forsake, 

Though all Hell were loose to break. 

Now uprears itself a dome. 

Wonderful. With age long hoar, 965 

He it is who built of yore 

Delos' isle amid the foam, 

Heaving it from out the sea, 

For her, a mother soon to be ; 

Striving, pressing, upward-tending, 970 

Arms wide-stretching, back low-bending, 
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Atlas-like, amid the surf 

Shale he raises, grass and turf, 

Pebbles, gravel, loam, and sand, 

Tranquil cradle of our strand : 975 

Crosswise, he a track did wrest 

From the valley's tranquil vest : 

Caryatid, of giant mould. 

He, with strength that ne'er grows old, 

Bears, half buried, earth his zone, 980 

A husce scaffolding: of stone — 

But his course must here be stayed I 

Sphinxes here their stand have made. 

SEISMOS. 

That have I wrought, myself alone, 

This will mankind at last declare ; 985 

Had I not shaken and upthrown. 

How had the world been now so fair? 

Into the pure ethereal blue, 

Their crests how should yon mountains raise, 

Had I not heaved them forth to view, 990 

To charm the painter's raptured gaze, 

What time (my sires meanwhile surveying, 

Chaos and Night), myself I bare 

Stoutly, and, with the Titans playing, 

Pelion and Ossa, tossed like balls in air? 995 

Madly we raged, by youthful heat possessed, 

Till, fairly wearied out at last, 

With malice on Parnassus' crest, 

We, like twin-caps both mountains cast. . . . 

There with the Muses' hallowed choir, 1000 

Apollo finds a glad retreat ; 

For Zeus, too, and his bolts of fire, 

I raised aloft his glorious seat. 

So now have I, with direful strain, 

Pressed from the depths to upper air, 1005 

And joyous dwellers call amain 

New life henceforth with me to share. 

SPHINXES. 

Primeval had been deemed, I trow. 
What here hath struggled into birth, 
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Had we ourselvoB not witnessed how 1010 

It tore itself from out the earth. 
Now upwards bushy groves themselves extend, 
Kocks pressing upon rocks still forward tend ; 
Tet not for this shall any sphinx retreat: 
Untroubled we retain our sacred seat. 1015 



Gold in leaflets, gold in flitters. 
Through the crannies how it glitters ; 
Let none rob you of the prize — 
Up I to seize it, Emmets, rise I 



Giants, the light to greet, 
Upward-aspiring 
Hurled it ; with pattering feet 
Climb, never tiring! 
Nimbly press oat and in ! 
Each cleft is screening 
(Seek ye each crumb to win,) 
Gold worth the gleaning ; 
Even the least of all 
Must ye uncover ; 
Haste, in each cranny small 
Gold to discover. 
Swavmers, in quest of pelf. 
Toil without leisure 1 
Heed not the hill ilaelf ; 
Gather the treasure ! 



In with it ; pile the golden heap 1 
Upon it we our claws will lay ; 
Bolts of the surest fashion, they 
The greatest treasure safe will keep. 



We a footjnjj here hjive jjot. 
How it chanced, dovh not ai^pear; 
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Whence we issued, question not ; 
Once for all we're settled here ! 
Seat for merry life doth yield, 
Every country, every land; 
Is a rocky cleft revealed, 
There the dwarf is straight at hand, 
Dwarf and dwarf ess, model pair, 
Swiftly each its labor plies. 
Know I cannot if it were 
So before in Paradise ; 
Here all find we for the best, 
So our stars we thank ; for still, 
Mother Earth, in east and west, 
Bringeth forth with right good will. 

DACTYLS. 

Hath she, in a single night 
Brought these tiny ones to light. 
She the smallest will create ; 
Each forthwith will find his mate. 

ELDEST OF THE PIGMIES. 

Hasten, make ready. 
Prompt be, and steady ! 
Swift to the deed ! 
Let strength be for speed I 
Peace still is reigning ; 
Build uncomplaining 
The smithy, to burnish 
Armor, and furnish 
All war's belongings 
Now for the host ! 

Ants in swift throngings. 
Busily post ; — 
Metals procure, and you, 
Dactyls, a tiny crew. 
Yet an unnumbered band, 
Hear our command ; 
Wood bring with speed ! 
Flameletfl in secret lie^i^\ 



1045 



1050 



1055 



1060 



1065 



1070 



1076 



^ 
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Them still alive to keep, 
Coals too we need ! 

GEXERALESSISSIMO. 

With arrow and bow 1080 

Now march on the foe : 

The herons that o'er 

Yon fish-pond now soar, 

Numberless nesting, 

Haughtily breasting, 1085 

Shoot altogether, 

That so we may 

With helm and feather 

Ourselves array ! 

ANTS AND DACTYLS. 

Deliverance is vain ! 1090 

The iron we bring, 

They forge the chain ; 

Our freedom to wring 

'Tis not yet the hour : 

Crouch then to their power ! 1095 

THE CBANES OF IBYCUS. 

Cry of murder, dying-wailing ! 

Wing-strokes, anguished, unavailing! 

What lament, what agony, 

Pierces to our realms on high ! 

All are murdered now ; the water, 1100 

Red with blood, betrays the slaughter ; 

Wanton lust of ornament 

Hath the heron's plumage shent : 

See it o'er the helmet wave 

Of each greasy, crook-legged knave 1 1105 

Comrades of our army, ye 

Heron-wanderers of the sea. 

Be with us for vengeance mated. 

In a cause so near related : 

Let none spare or strength or blood I 1110 

Deathless hatred to this brood ! 

{^They disperse^ croaking in the air.) 
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I 

I 

• uEFBJSTOFH^Ju^s (on the plain), 

\ The northern witches I could curb ; with these, 

j Your foreign spirits, I am ill at ease. 

The Blocksberg is convenient when you roam: 

Go where you may, you find yourself at home, 1115 

Vov us- Dame Ilsa watches on her stone, 

Ileinricli is cheerful on his mountain-throne, 

Tlui Snorers grunt if Elend but appears, 

Yet all is settled for a thousand years ; 

But here, stand still or walk, and who can know 1,120 

Whetlier the ground up-heaves not from below? 

Through a smooth valley merrily I wind. 

And all at once there rises from behind 

A mountain, — scarce a mountain, — yet of height 

To intercept the sphinxes from my sight. . . . 1125 

Adown the valley many a flame aspires ; 

Round some adventure quiver still the fires .... 

Dances, and round me hovers to entice. 

An amorous crew, with many a coy device. 

But soft : — Accustomed to forbidden sweets, 1130 

One seeks to snatch them, wheresoever one meets I 



J 



LAMI^ 

(luring Mephistopheles after t/iem). 

Fleeter, still fleeter ! 
Ever advancing ! 
Then again staying. 

Prattling and playing ! 1135 

Nothing is sweeter 
j Than the hoar sinner. 

After us dancing. 
Thus to allure ; 

Limping and stumbling, 1140 

Fretting and grumbling, 
To penance sure, 
Draweth he nigh ; 
His stiff leg dragging. 
Comes he unflagging, 1145 

As him we fly. 

1 • 



1 


1 
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n 


MEPmsTOPHELES {standing still). 




Accursed Fate ! Diiiics triily styled ! 

From Adam downward, fooled, beguiled ! 

We age — but who's In wisdom schooled ? 

Wert not enough already fooled ? 1150 

We know how good for naught these creatures ; 

Pinched at the waist, with painted features ; 

No soundness in their bodies slim ; — 

Grasp where we may, rotten is every limb : 

We know, we see, we handle it in life — 1155 

And yet we dance, if but the carrion fife I 




LAMi^ (slopping). 




Hold ! He considers, lingers, stands ; 
Meet him, lest he escape your hands ! 




MEPHisTOPiTELEs (odoancing). 




Push on ! nor, like a simpleton, 

Let web of doubt entangle thee ! 1160 

For if of witches there were none, 

The devil who would devil be ! 




I.AML£. 




Round this hero circle we ! 

Love for one within his breast, ■ 

Soon itself will manifest. 1165 




By this light's uncertain gleam 
Beauteous daraosels ye seem, 
So from blame shall yon be free. 




EMPUSA (ritshingin). 
And I also ! One with you. 
Now admit me to your crew I 1170 




LAMI^. 




One too many, she I ween 
Spoiler of our sport hath been. 
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EMPUSA (to MePHISTOPHELES). 

Thee doth thy cousin dear salute, 

Empnsa with the ass' foot ! 

Thine but a horse's hoof, yet thee, 1176 

Cousin, I greet most courteously ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Myself unknown I fancied here — 

And yet, alas, near kinsfolk meet ; 

From Hartz to Hellas, far and near. 

So runs the rede, you'll cousins greet ! 1180 

EMPUSA. 

I with resolve can act, can take 
Full many a shape ; but for thy sake, 
That I to thee due honor pay, 
The ass' head I don to-day. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I see, with people of this sort, 1185 

Relationship doth much import; 
Yet, come what may, 'tis all the same ; 
The ass' head I must disclaim. 

LAMI^. 

This hag avoid ! She comes to scare 
Whatever lovely seems and fair ; 1190 

What lovely was and fair before, 
When she draws near, is so no more. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

These smooth slim cousins, short or tall, 
Make me suspicious, one and ail ; 
I fear, those rosy cheeks behind, 1196 

Some metamorphoses to find. 

LAMLB. 

Come, take thy choice ; we many are. 
Catch hold 1 If reigns thy lucky star, 
Thou of the lot may'st draw the best. 
What means this hankering delay ? 1200 

The wooer wretchedly dost play. 
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With haughty mien and lofty crest ! — 
Amid our troop now ace liim glide ; 
Throw by degrees your masks aside, 
And be your proper selves confessed ! 

lIEPniSTOPHELES. 

Tve made my clioice, the fairest, she. . . 

{Embraci 
Dry aa a besom ! Woe is me ! 
(Seizing another.) 
And this?. . . a fright, oh wretched lot! 



MErmSTOPHELEa. 

The little one I fain would clasp. .... 1210 
A lizard glides from out my grasp, 
And aerpentrlike her polished hair. 

Anon a taller one I catcli 

A thyrsus-staff alone I snatch, 

That for a head doth » ]jine-cone wear. 1215 

Wherewill this end?, , . One plump and round, 

With whom some aolatie mny be found — 

I'll try my fortune once again ! — 

Right ilabby, squaahy ; such a ]>rize, 

Your Oriental dearly buys 1220 

But ah I The puS-ball hursta in twain ! 



Quick aa lightning, disunite I 

Hover ye, in dnaky flight. 

Round the intruding witch's son, 

In uncertain, ghastly ringa, 1225 

Flitter-niice, on noiseless wings! 

Too cheaply Jie'il escape anon. 

MEPHiSTOPiiELES (shokiriff himself). 
I have not grown much wiser, that is clear; 
The North's absurd, absiird 'tis also here, 
Ghoata here as there, a devilish crew, 1230 

Folk are insipid, poets too! 
'Tis licro a masquerade as there, 
A sensual dance, as everywhere; 



I 
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At beauty's mask I clutched amain — 
And seized, Avhat made me stand.aghast. . . • 1235 
Yet to deceive myself I'm fain, 
'If only longer it would last ! 

{Losing his icay among the rocks,) 
Where am I ? Whither tend my pains ? 
Where was a patli, there chaos reigns, 
I by smooth roads have hither sped, 1240 

Rude bowlders noAv impede my tread ; 
I clamber up and down in vain — 
My sphinxes, where shall I regain? 
Ne'er had I dreamed so mad a thing : 
Such mountain in a single night ! 1245 

A bold witch-journey is this flight. 
Their Blocksberg with them here they bring ! 

OREAD {from the natural rock). 

Hither ascend ! My mountain old 

Its form primeval still doth hold — 

My steep and rocky steps revere, 1250 

Extremest branch of Pindus — here, 

Unshaken have I reared my head, 

When over me Pompeius fled ; 

Yon phantom shape that cheats the eye 

Away, when crows the cock, will fly ! 1255 

Such fables oft arise, I see. 

And disappear as suddenly. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Honor to thee, thou reverend head ; 

With lofty oak-strength garlanded. 

Moonshine, however clear and bright, 1260 

Faileth to pierce thy ray less night ! — 

But, 'mong the bushes, comes this Avay 

A light, that gleams with modest ray. 

How fitly all things happen thus ; 

In truth! it is Homunculus! — 1265 

Whither away, thou tiny friend ? 

HOMUNCULUS. 

Flitting from place to place, I wend. 
In the best sense full fain I am to be ; 
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And long impatiently my glass to break ; 

Only frotn what I've seen and see, 1270 

Courage I lack tbe step to take. 

But, now, in confidence to speak. 

Of two philosopliers the track I seek ; 

I hearkened, tlieir discourse I overheard ; 

And Nature — Nature — was their only word : I2T5 

Apart from these I would not go, 

Somewhat of e.irthly being ihey must know, 

And doubtless I at last Rholl leam 

Whither most wisely I myself may turn. 

MEPHIST0PHELE8. 

Thy course shape thou thyself. Be wise ! 1280 

For whei-e your ghosts find entrance, there 

Welcome is your philosophei' : 

That you his art and favor may delight, 

A dozen new ones he brings forth to light. 

Unless thou errest, reason dormant lies ; 1285 

Wilt thou exist, through thine own effort rise ! 

nosnracuLus. 
Such good advice ehould not neglected be. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

So now away ! Of this we more shall see, 

{ TItey separate.) 

ANAXAGOKAS (lO TlIALES). 

To yield is adverse to thy stubboi-n mind ; 

To bring conviction, needs there further proof? 1230 



The waves yield willingly to every wind, 
But from the beetling crag stili keep aloof. 

ANAXAGOEAS. 

Through fiery vapor came this rock to birth. 
Moisture hath gendered all that lives on earth. 

nOMUNCtTLUS 

To walk beside you, suffer me I 
I also greatly long to be. 
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ANAXAGORAS. 



Hast thou, O Thales, ever in one night, 

Such mountain out of slime brought forth to light? 

THALES. 

Never was Nature, with her living powers, 
Measured by scale of days and nights and hours ; 1300 
By law each shape she fashioneth, and hence, 
E en in the grand there is no violence. 

ANAXAGORAS. 

Yet such was here ! Plutonic savage fire, 

^olian vaporous force, explosive, dire, 
I Burst through the ancient crusts of level earth, 1305 

i And a new mountain came forthwith to birth. 

i! 

1; THALES. 

i» Why further press the ease ? at any rate, 

I 'Tis there, and that is well. In such debate, 

Leisure and precious time away one flings. 
Your patiept folk to keep in leading-strings. 1310 



ANAXAGORAS. 

Quickly with myrmidons the mountain teems, 
The clefts to people : forth there streams 
Of pigmies, ants, and gnomes, a living tide, 
And other tiny bustling things beside. 

(To HOMUNCULUS.) 

After the Great hast ne'er aspired, 1315 

But hermit-like hast lived retired ; 
To lordship if thyself canst bring, 
Forthwith I'll have thee crowned as king. 

HOMUXCULUS. 

What says my Thales ? 

THALES. 

Not with my consent ; 
With dwarfs we are with dwarfish deeds content : 1320 
While with the great the dwarf doth greatness win. 
See there : of cranes the swarthy cloud, 
They threaten the excited crowd, 
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And ao would threat the kin"; ; with bciik 

Sliarp-])ointed ami witli tulons fierce, 132 

I>owii-8w-oo|iing', they tlie pigmies pierce; 

Fateful, tlicir stormful ire they wreak ; 

A crime the lierons rtoorafed to slaughter. 

Brooding around their tranquil water ; 

But that death-shower of arrowjj rain, 133 

For bloody vengeance cries amain, 

And dotli with r^e their kindred fill. 

The pigmies' giulty btood to spill. 

Of what avail helm, snear, and sliield ? 

What helpa the dwarf the hei'on's ])iume ? 133 

How ant and dactyl shun tiieir doom ! 

Wavers the host, — they fly, they yield. 

ANAXAfiOEAS 

{after a paiiss, solemnly). 
If I, til! now, the powers suhterrain praise, 
I, in this hour, my prayers to Jieaven upraise. . . . 
Thou tiironed aloft, eternal, aye the same, 184 

Threefold in aspect, and thi-eefold in name. 
Amid my people's woe I cry to thee, 
Diana, Luna, Hecate ! 

Deep pondering mind, expander of tJie iii'east, 
Mighty within, though outwardly iit rest, ■ 1345 
Unclose the gulfs abysmal of tliy sliade. 
Be without sneila thine ancient might displayed ! 
(Po».e.) 

Am I too quickly heard ? 

And hath my jirayer. 

Ascending there, 1350 

Marred Nature's order with a word ? 
And greater, ever greater drawetli near 
The goddess' throne, her full-orbed sphere, 
Enormous, fearful to the gaze t 

Its fire growa redder through the haze. . . . 1355 

No nearer ! Threatening orb, I pray ; — 
Ourselves and land and sea thou'lt sweep away I 
Was it then true that dames of Thessnly 
Through sinful trust in niafric, tliee 
Have downward from thy jmthway sung, 1860 

From thee have powers most baleful wrung? . . . 
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The glitterinsc shield, behold, it darkles ! 

Sudden it splits, and flares and sparkles! 

Wliat a hissing ! what a rattling ! 

Thunder and storm-blast fiercely battling ! — 1365 

Humbled I fall before thy throne — 

Pardon ! myself invoked it, I alone. 

{Throws himself on his face.) 

THALES. 

What hath this man not seen and heard ! 

I know not rightly how with us it fared. 

Like him I have not felt it. Ne'ertheless 1370 

The hours are out of tune, we must confess, 

And Luna calmly as before, 

In her own place aloft doth soar. 

HOMUNCULUS. 

Behold the pigmies' seat ! The mound 

Is pointed now, before 'twas round. 1375 

Convulsion huge I felt ; a rock 

Down from the moon, with sudden shock, 

Hath fallen ; and both friend and foe 

Were crushed and slaughtered at a blow ! 

Yet arts like these I needs must praise, 1380 

That, working with creative might. 

Upwards and downwards, could upraise, 

This mountain in a single night. 

THALES. j^ 

Peace ! 'Twas but fancy. That vile brood, — 

To swift destruction let them fare ! 1385 

That thou wert not their king, is good. 

Now to the sea's glad feast repair! 

Strange guests are honored and expected there. 

( They withdraio.) 

MEPHISTOPHELES 

{clambering iqy the opposite side): 

Up rocky stairs and steep must I to-day. 
Through ancient oaks' gnarled roots make toilsome way. 
Upon my Hartz the piny atmosphere 1391 

Savors of pitch, and that to me is dear, 



m^m 
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'Tia next to brimatone. . . . Here, among the Greeks I 
E'en for a trace of it one vainly eeeks. J 

Inquisitive I am, and must inquire 139Sa 

Wherewith they feed hell-torment and Lell-flre. 

DRYAD. 

In thine own land be prudently at home ; 
Thou hast not wit enough abroad to roam. 
Towards home thou shouid'st not turn thy thought j 

while here 
The hontH- of the sacred oaks revere. 



The lost will aye in thought arise ; 
What we are used to, is our Paradise. 
But say, what triple object do I trace, 
By the dim light, in yonder cavern's shade? 

The Phorkyads! Go, venture to the place, ; 

And speak to them, if thou art undismayed! 

ME PH I STOPHE LE S . 

And wherefore not? ... I see it with amaze. 

Proud as I am, e'en I must needs confess, 

Their like I ne'er have seen ; their ugliness 

That of our belhsh hags o'ersways! 1 

Sins reprobated long, — will they 

Waken henceforth the least dismay, 

If men this threefold dread survey? 

Would we not suffer them to dwell 

On threshold of our dreariest Hell; ] 

Rooted in Beauty's land of fame. 

Here to be styled antique they claim . . . 

They stir themselves, to scent me they appear. 

Like Varapire-Bats, their twitter meets mine ear. 

PHOKKYADS. 

Give me the eye, my sisters, forth to gaze, 1420 1 

So near our fane who boldly thus delays ! 

SIEPHISTOPHELES. 

Most honored ! To approach you give me leave, 
That I your threefold blessing may receive. 
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As still unknown, indeed, I come to you, 

Yet am, methinks, a distant cousin too. 1425 

Gods ancient and revered I've seen of yore, 

Deeply have Ops and Rhea bowed before ; 

Your own and Chaos'- sisters, yesternight. 

Or night before, the Parcae met my sight ; 

Yet on your like I ne'er before have gazed. 1430 

Silent I am, delighted and amazed. 

PHORKYADS. 

Intelligent this spirit seems to be. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

That you no bard hath sung, surprises me. 

And say, most worthy ones, how hath it been 

That of your charms no pictured forms are seen? 1435 

Your shapes should sculpture labor to retain. 

Not Juno, Pallas, Venus, and their train ! 

PHORKYADS. 

Immersed in solitude and night profound. 

Such thought no entrance to our mind hath found ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

How should it, from the world retired, when ye, 1440 

Yourselves by none beheld, can no one see ! 

You in such regions rather should reside 

Where art and splendor reign in equal pride. 

Where from a marble-block, with genius rife. 

Steps forth each day a hero into life, 1445 

Where 

PHORKYADS. 

Silence ! in us wake no longings new : 
• What would it profit us, if more we knew ? 

In night begot, to things of night allied, 
( Unto ourselves scarce known, unknown to all beside. 

I MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I Not much, indeed, in such case can one say. 1450 

! But each himself to others can convey : 

One eye, one tooth suffices for you three ; 

So would it tally with mythology. 
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In two the being of the three to bleod. 
And your third semblance unto me to lend, 
But for brief space. 

ONE OP THE PUOIEKTADS. 

What think you, may v 



^ 



I try? 



UEPBIBTDPBELES. 

With these the very best away you've ta'en; 
Imperfect the stem image would remain ! 

ONE OF TOE PH0RKTAD8. 

Press one eye close — full easily 'tis done; 
Now of your canine teeth display but one — • 
Forthwith, in profile, perfect and complete, 
Our sisterly resemblance we shall greet. 

Much honor ! Be it so I 



So be it ! 

HEPBl STOPHELE S. 

(as a Phoejctad 
Here stand I Chaos* well-beloved son! 

PHORKTADS. 

Daughters of Chaos we, by ancient right. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Me now they call, oh shame, liermaphrodite ! 

PHOKKTADS. 

What beauty our new triad gives to view ! 
Of eyes, and eke of teeth, we now have two. 



Now must I sln-oud 
In pool of hell tht 



MEPniSTOPlIELES. 

i mysolf from mo 
devils ' 



■lal sight, 



(BxU.) 



1 
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' 




Rocky Bays of the JEgean Sea. 






• 


The moon pausing in the zenith. 







I 



A 



SIllENS 

{reclined upon the cliffs around^ fluting and singing). 

Thou whom from thy realm supernal, 

Downward drew, with rites nocturnal, 

Weird Thessalian sorceresses. 

With thy glance, all things that blesses, 1475 

Now illume the throng that presses 

Through the waves with billowy motion, 

Flooding all the rippling ocean 

With the splendor of thy light ! 

Luna fair, thy yassals greet thee ; 1480 

Be propitious, we entreat thee ! 

NEREIDS and TRITONS 

(as wonders of the sea). 

Sing aloud, with shriller singing. 

Let it, through broad ocean ringing, 

Call its people, far and near ! — 

From the storm's dread whirlpools hiding, 1485 

We in stillest depths were biding; 

Gracious song allures us here. 

See, we deck ourselves enraptured. 

With the treasures we have captured, 

Golden chain and clasp and gem, 1490 

Spangled zone and diadem ; 

All this fruitage is your prey ; 

Down to us these shipwrecked treasures. 

You have lured with your sweet measures, 

You, the Daemons of our bay ! 1495 



! SIRENS. 

i Well we know, through sea-waves gliding. 

In their crystal depths abiding. 
Live the fishes, sorrow-free ; 

Yet blithe roamers, hither thronging, i 

We to-day to know are longing 1500 

That ye more than fishes be. 



9 THE TRAGEDY OF FAUST. [PiKT Q 

NRKKID8 and TRITONS, 

Ere your song hath hither brought us, 

Of this question we've bethought us ; 

Sistere, Brothers, hasten we ! 

Briefest journey, doubt dispelling, 150i 

Yiekleth proof sufficing, telling 

That we more than fishes be ! { TTte}/ retire.) 



In a twinkling, straight away. 

Sped to Samothrace have they, 

Vanished with a favoring wind ! 151 

What their purpose? what to gain, 

Where the high Cabiri reign? 

Gods they are,- the strangest, who. 

Self-evolved, are ever new. 

Yet to their own nature blind. 151 

Kindly linger on thy height. 
Gracious Luna, that the night 
Tarry may, lest daylight breaking 
Drive us hence, our haunts forsaking ! 

TFIALE.S 

(on the shore, to Homuncl-xlts). 



Thee to old Nereus e 



would I lead; 



But sour he is and obstinate, 
Moreover hath a stubborn pate 1 
The race entii-e of moi-tai kind 
la never to the grumbler's mind. 
But he the future can disclose, 
Hence each to him due reverence shows, 
And gives him honor at his post; 
To many he hath rendered aid. 



HOML'Ni 

Let's knock, that trial may be made! 



e it will not cost. 



NEREUS, 

Men's voices are they that min* 
With anger straight mine inmo 



ear hath heard ? 
L heart is stirred! 



I 
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Forms — striving still, who high as gods would soar, 

Yet to be like themselves, doomed everjuore. 153^ 

Long years could I have dwelt in godlike rest, 

But ever was impelled to aid the best ; 

And when at last I saw the accomplished deed, 

It was as though they ne'er had heard my rede. 

THALES. 

Yet people trust in thee, thou Ocean Seer ; 1540 

Wise art thou ; chase us not ! This flamelet here, 
That man's similitude doth wear, survey. 
In everything thy counsel he'll obey. 

NEREUS. 

Counsel ! What good to men hath counsel brought ? 

On stubborn ears fall prudent words in vain ; 1545 

Oft as the deed dire punishment hath wrought, 

Self-willed as ever mortals aye remain. 

How fatherly I Paris warned, orVe'er 

His lust anather's congort did ensnare ! 

On Hellas' shore fearless he stood and .bold ; 1550 

What I in spirit saw, I there foretold : 

The reeking winds, the upstreaming ruddy glow, 

Rafters ablaze, murder and death below, 

Troy's day of doom — fast bound in deathless rhyme, 

A terror and a portent for all time. 1555 

The scoffer mocked the old man's oracle ; 

He followed his own lust, and Ilion tell, 

A giant corpse, slowly its death-pangs ceased, — 

To Pindus' eagles a right welcome feast. 

Ulysses, too — did I not oft presage 1560 

To him dark Circe's wiles, the Cyclop's rage. 

His own delay, his comrades' reckless vein. 

And what not else ? And hath it brought him gain ? 

Till, sorely battered, he full- late, at last. 

By favoring wave on friendly shore was cast. 1565 



i THALES. 

1 



Such conduct to the sage must needs give pain ; 
Yet still the good man trieth once again. 
A grain of thanks that richly him repays, 
Tons of ingratitude still overweighs. 
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I and this youngster no slight boon require. 
Wisely to be is now his sole desire. 



Spoil not for me my present mood, most rare I 
Far other aims to-day engross my care ; 
My daughters I've invoked to come to me, 
The Dorides, the Gr.ices of the sea. 
Neither OIym|»os nor your region bears 
Form so replete witli gi'aco, so light as theirs. 
From Dragons of tlie sea, with loveliest motion, 
They cast tJiemsi-lves upon the steeds of Ocean, 
One witJi the elf^ment that round them plays, 
The very foam would seem their forms to raise. 
'Mid rainbow-hues of Venus' ]iearly car, 
Comes Galatea, beauty's choicest star, 
Who, since on us hath Cypris ceased to smile, 
As goddess honored is ou Paphos' isle; 
And so for long the gracious one doth own. 
As heiress, teniple-town and chariot-throne. 

Awayl Harsh words, and hatred in the heart 
Have in the Father's raptured hour no part. 
Away to Proteus ! Ask that being strange 
The secret of existence and of change. 

(lie retires towards (he sea.) 



We by this step, it seems, have nothing n 
For if we light on Proteus, straight he^ g 
And if be wait, he only says at last 



So then to try biui, onward let us speed ! 

{They retire.) 
GTRENS (on the rocks above). 
What are these, far gff appearing, 
Through the billowy realm careering? 
Like to sails of snowy whiteness, 
Zephyi''^ aided, sueh their brightness. 
Hither borne with gentlu motion. 
These the lustrous nymphs of Ocetut 
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Downward climb we ; hark ! They're singing ; 



Hearkye not their voices ringing? 1605 

NEREIDS and TRITONS. 

Those whom thus our hand upraises 

Scatter blessings ; — sing their praises ! 

From Chelone's giant shield, ' "* 

Shines an awful form revealed : 

Gods they are whom we rejoicing * 1610 

Hither bring, glad paeans voicing, 

SIRENS, 

Little in height. 

Potent in might, 

Hoar gods from the wave 

The shipwrecked who save ! 1616 

NEREIDS and TRITONS. 

To our peaceful revel speeding, 

The Cabiri we are leading ; 

Where their power the hapless shieldetb. 

Kindly sway there Neptune wieldeth. 

SIRENS. 

Yield we must to you. 1620 

Ye the sinking crew. 
With resistless power. 
Save in shipwreck's hour. 

NEREIDS and TRITONS. 

Three we bring, our triumph sharing. 

But the fourth refused, declaring 1625 

That for all abiding yonder, 

He the sole one is to ponder. 

SIRENS. 

Thus one god doth jeer 

At his fellows still. 

All the good revere, 1630 

Dread ye every ill ! 

NEREIDS and TRITONS. 

There oi tbem should seven be. 



! 
ti 
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■ 
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V 


BIEKNS. 




1 


Where then are the other three? 




1 


NEREII>9 and TRITONS. 






That we cannot answer : rather, 
• ' On Olympos' question farther : 

There the eighth perehance is pining, 
Whom none thinks upon. Inclining 
Graciously, they us have greeted — 
But all are not yet completed. 


1635 


LJ 


The incomparable, these; — 
Pressing onward, aye aspiring. 
Full of longing, still desiring 
What can ne'er be reached, to seize. 


1640 1 




SIKENB. 

Every power enthroned. 
Sun or Moon that sways. 


1645 1 




In our prayers is owned ; 
'Tia our wont ; it pays. 






HEREIDS and TRITOXS. 






How brightly shines our fame, behold. 
Leading this festivity I 






SIKKNS. 






Heroes of the ancient days 
Xinck henceforth their meed of priiise. 
How great soe'er their fame of old ; 
Though they have won the fleece of gold, 
Te have the Cabin. 


1660 




{Bepeated infidl Chorus.) 
Though they have won the fleece of gold, 
We! ye! have the Cabiri. 


1665 




{The Nkeeids and Triiosb pass on.) 






H01IUNCI7LU9. 






These uncouth figures, — I am fain 
For earthen pots to take them, 
'Gainst them the wise ones strike amain 
Their stubborn heads, and break them I 


1660 J 




^I^HH 


mi 
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THALES. 

The very thing they most desire. 
The rusty coin is valued higher. 

PROTEUS (unperceived). 

This pleases me, the old in fable : 

The stranger 'tis, the more respectable ! 

THALES. 

Where art thou, Proteus ? 

PROTEUS 

(ventriloquizing^, now 7iear, now far away). 

Here ! and here I 1666 

THALES. 

I pardon the stale jest ; appear, 
And with a friend vain words forego ! 
From a false place dost speak, I know. 

PROTEUS {as from a distance). 
Farewell ! ] 

THALES {softly to HoMUNCULUS). 

He's close at hand. Now brightly flare, 
He's curious as a fish ; where'er 1670 

He hide himself, that flame, be sure, 
Hither forthwith will him allure. 

HOMUNCULUS. 

Full light I'll pour, yet care must take 
Lest with the shock the glass should break. 



i 
1 



PROTEUS ; 

{in the form of a gigantic porpoise). [ 
What shines with radiancy so dear ? 1675 j 

THALES I 

{concealing Homunculus). 
Good ! If thou wish it, thou canst draw more near ; 
Let the slight trouble vex thee not, I pray, 
Thyself upon two human feet display. 
'Tis solely by our. leave, and courtesy, i 

That what we now conceal, who wills may see. 1680 ? 



■r 


1 




^H 314 THE THAGEDY OF FAUST. [Part U. 





^H PEOTEtrs (in a nohUform). 




^B I Thy sophist's tricks, it seems, dost stili employ. 






THALES. 






» Thy figure to transform still givi'S thee joy. 




V 


(Jle has uncovered Homunculus). 1 i 


^H 


pKoTEus (aslonixhed). | J 


H 


A glittering dwarfleiii ! Ne'er beheld before! 




^V 


Fain to exist, he cotinsel doth implore. 




^B 


He is, from him I heard it, come to enrth 1685 






Only half-formed, through some -mysterious birth. 




^H 


Fairly endowed with qualities ideal. 




^H 


The power he lacks, firmly to "rasp the real, 




^H 


Till now the glass alone to him gives weight; 




^H 


But he at once would be incorporate. 1690 




^H 


PROTEUS. 




^H 


A genuine virgin's son art thou ; 




^H 


Born ere thou shouidest be, I trow ! 




^^k 


THALES {ill a iohisper). 




^H 


Further it aeemeth critical to me ; 




^H 


He an Hermaphrodite appears to be. 




^H 


PROTEUS. 


1 


^B 


The sooner 'twill succeed ; where'er 1695 




^H 


He comes, he happily will fare. 




^H 


With much reflection we may here dispense ; 




^H 


In the broad sea thy being must commence; 




^H 


On a amall scale one there begins, 




^H 


Well pleased the smallest to devour ; 1700 


■ 


^p 


Till, waxing step by step, one wins, 




^H 


For loftier achievement, ample power. 




^1 


HOMUNCULUS. 




^1 


A tender air is wafted here; 




^B 


Dear is to me the breeze, the fragrance dear ! 




^1 


PROTEUS. 




^1 


Right, dearest youth ! Farther away 1706 




^H 


Still more delightful 'twill be found; 




^H 


Ineffable the airs that play 




H 


This narrow tongue of land around. 




1 


i^y^gnymm^^ 


1 



TELCHINES. 



i. 
I* 
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Thence, near enough, the train we see, 
! Now floating hither. Come with me! 1710 

j THALES. 

I, too, will go with thee, proceed ! 

HOMUNCULUS. 

A threefold spirit-step, wondrous indeed ! 

TELCHINES of RHODES. 

{Upon hippocampi and sea-dragons^ heaHng 

Neptune^ s trident.) 

The trident we forged, wherewith Neptune assuages 
Old Ocean's wild waves, when most fiercely he rages : 
His clouds when the Thunderer spreads o'er the skies. 
To their rolling terrific then Neptune replies; 1716 
And when from on high the jagged lightning doth leap. 
Then wave after wave dashes up from the deep ; 
And all that in anguish their joint rage o'erpowered, 
Long whirled to and fro, by the depth is devoured ; 
To-day then the sceptre to us hath he lent. — 1721 
Now joyously float we, serene and content! 

SIRENS. 

You, to Helios dedicated, 

You, to bright day consecrated. 

Hail we to this hour, whose light 1725 

Doth to Luna's praise invite ! 



Thou loveliest Queen of yon o'ervaulting sphere, i 

The praise of thy brother with rapture dost hear : \ 

To Rhodus' blest island an ear thou dost lend, \ 

Thence one deathless paean to him doth ascend. 1730 | 
The day-course lie o])ens and with fiery gaze, 

When finished his journey, our troop he surveys ; j 

The cities and hills, shore and wave, yield delight I 

To the glorious God, and are lovely and bright. | 

No mist hovers o'er us, and should one draw near, 1735 I 
A rav and a zephyr — the island is clear : 
His form the high god beholds multiplied there, ' 
As stripling, as giant, the Mighty, the Fair — 
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The power of the gods it was we who began ] 

To portray in the form, not unworthy, of man. 1740 I 

PROTEUS. j 

Grudge them not their boastful singing. 

To the lioly sun, life-bringing. 

Dead works are an idle jest. 

Fusing mould they ; when completed 1745 ! 

Stands their god with rapture greeted, ; 

Straight with triumph swells their breast ! 

These proud gods so fondly cherished, — .j 

What their doom, inquire ye ? Prone, * I 

By an earthquake overthrown, j 

Melted, they long since have perished. 1760 j 



-i 



Toil of earth, whate'er it be. 
Nothing is but drudgery : 
Life in ocean better fareth : 
Thee to endless water boareth 
Proteus-Dolphin. (lie transforms himself.) 

Fairly sped ! 1755 

Bravely, on my back careering, 
Thou shalt prosper, onward steering. 
And to Ocean thee I'll wed. 

THALES. 

Obey the noble inspiration. 

And at its source begin creation, 1760 

Make ready for the great emprize ! 

By laws eternal still ascending. 

Through myriad forms of being wending, 

To be a man in time thou'lt rise. 

(HoMUNcuLus mounts the Proteus dolphin,) 

PROTEUS. 

In spirit come to boundless ocean : 1765 

Unfettered there in every motion, 

At thine own pleasure thou shalt wend ; 

But let not hiocher rank allure thee; 

Attaining manhood, I assure thee. 

Then all with thee is at an end ! 1770 
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THALES. 

As it may happen ; good it seems to me, 
In one's own day a stalwart man to be. 

PROTEUS (to ThaLES). 

One of yom* stamp, perchance ! For they 
Abide awhile, nor pass away ; 
Since 'mong the troops of spirits pale, 1775 

As pass the centuries, thy form I hail. 

SIRENS (on the rocks). 

See yon cloudlets, how they mingle 
Round the moon in circlet bright ! 
I Doves they are, whom love doth kindle, 

With their pinions pure as light ! 1780 

Paphos hath lier bird-choir sent us, 
Girt with radiance they appear. 
Now our fete may well content us, 

Fraught with rapture full and clear I 

NEREUS (approaching Thales). 

Yonder ring, an airy vision 1786 

Nightly wanderer might maintain ; 

But with juster intuition, 

Other views we entertain : 

Doves they are, whose escort playeth 

Round my daughter's pearly car ; 1790 

Wondrous art their movement swayeth, 

Learned by them in days afar. 

THALES. 

That I also hold for best, 

Peace that yieldeth to the good. 

If in warm and silent nest 1796 

Something holy still doth brood. 

psYtti and MARSi 
(on sea-bnllsy sea-calvesj and sea-rams). 

In the rugged Cyprian caves, 
I Sheltered from the shocks of Ocean, 

f From the earthquake's dire commotion, 

f Fanned by Zephyr's viewless waves, 1800 

There, as in the days afar, I 

We, with conscious rapture, are I 
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Guardians of Cj-tlicr.i'B car. 

And through breathings of the niglit, 

Through the rippling wavt'lets briglit, 

Viewless still to mortal sight, 

We the loveliest daughter lead. 

Us nor wingfid lion scares, 

Nor eagle, aa out task we ply, 

Nor cross, nor crescent, thongh it flares 

Aloft, emblazoned in the sky; 

To and fro, alternate swaying, 

Each the other driving, slaying. 

Fields and towns in ashes laying: 

Thus with joyous speed. 

Onward our loveliest mistress we lead. 



Circling still, with gentle motion, 
Hound the chariot, line on line, 
Gliding o'er the waves of ocean, 
With your movements serpentine, 
Come, ye stalwart Nereides, 
Sturdy damsels, CTacious, wild; 
Bring ye, tender Dorides, 
Galatea, fair and mild, 
Image of her mother, she 
Earnest is, of godlike mien, 
Worthy immortality, 
Yet, like earth's fair dames, your queen 
Winsome is, with grace serene ! 



fotjihins). 
I.una, light and shadow throwing, 
liound this yoiithfiil band, shine clear ! 
For we come our Father showing 
Prayerfully, our bridegrooms dear. 

( To Nekel's.) 
Them, soft pitv's voice obeying, 
From the roi:k^s fell Innth we bore, 
And on moss and senweed laying, 
Warmed them hack to light once more; 
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Kisses upon us bestowing, 

Thus their grateful temper showing, 

View them kindly, we implore ! 1840 

NEREUS. 



|j Precious indeed the twofold gain ; 

To show compassion, and delight obtain ! 



DORIDES. 

i Dost praise, O Father, our endeavor ? 

: Grudge us not our joy, well-earned ; 

Deathless youth, enjoyed forever 1846 

i In the bliss of love returned ! 

f 
1- 

[ NEREUS. 

j Would ye enjoy your captured treasure ! 






t 



Then mould each youth to be a man ; 

Powerless am I to do your pleasure ; 

Accord your prayer Zeus only can. 1850 

The waves, whose foam around you playeth, 

All steadfastness in love ignore. 

And if its spell no longer swayeth, 

Then place them quietly ashore. 

DORIDES. 

Dear ye are, sweet youths, in sooth ; 1855 

Yet from you w^e needs must sever : 
We have craved eternal truth, 
But the Gods allow it never ! 

THE YOUTHS. 

Gallant sailor-youths and true, 

If ye still will fondly tend us ; 1860 

Lite so fair we never knew, 

Nor could fate a fairer send us. 

(Galatea approaches in tJie sTieM chariot). 

NEREUS. 

Tis thou, my beloved one ! 

GALATEA. 

O Sire ! what delight 
Linger, ye dolphins, enchained is my sight. 
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Gone already I They forsake me. 
Speeding on with circlinff motion 1 
What to tliem the hearth emotion 1 
Oh ! that with them they would take n 
Yet snch rapture yields one gaze, 
The livelong year it well repays. 

TtlALES. 



Hail! all hail! The cry renew I 
Blooms my spirit, piercM through 

By tlie Beautiful, the True 1 

All from water sprang amain I 

All things water doth sustain : 1875 

Ocean, grant thy deathless reign I 

Were no clouds by thee outspread, 

No rich brooklets by thee fed. 

On their course no rivers sped, 

And no streamlets perfected, 1880 1 

What then were the world, what were ocean and plain ? ' 

Tis thou, who the freshness of life doth maintain. 

ECHO 

(^chorus of the collective circles). 
'Tis thou, from whom freshness of life pours amain ! 



Par distant now they wheel and turn, 

And vainly glance for glance must yeara ; 1 

Circle in circle wide extending, 

The countless throngs, in order blending, 

Urge o'er the waves their glad career. 

But Galatea's pearly throne, 

Behold I still, behold ; alone 1 

Now it glitters like a star 

'Midst the crowd ; with i-adiance tender, 

Shines through the press the loved one's splendor ; 

Though so far, so very far, 

Still it shimmers bright and clear, 1 

Ever true and ever near ! 
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HOMUNCULUS. 

In this moisture calm and dear, 
All I shine on doth appear 
Exquisitely fair ! 



PROTEUS. 

In this living, dewy sphere, 1900 

! First thy fiamelet shineth clear, 

j Breathing tones most rare, 

NEREUS. . 

But lo ! what new mystery, fraught with surprise, 
Reveals itself now, 'mid yon crowds, to our eyes ? 
What flames round the shell, round the feet of my 

child ? 
Now strongly it glitters, now sweetly, now mild, 1906 
As if by the pulses of love it were swayed ! 

THALES. 

Homunculus is it, by Proteus betrayed .... 
A yearning majestic these symptoms disclose, 
Presageful they tell of his passionate throes ; 1910 
Against the bright throne he'll be shattered I It grows, 
It flashes, it sparkles, abroad now it flows ! 

SIRENS. 

What marvel illumines the billows, which dash 

Against one another in glory ? They flash. 

They waver, they hitherward glitter, and bright 1915 

All forms are ablaze in the pathway of night ; 

And all things are gleaming, by fire girt around. 

Prime source of creation, let Eros be crowned ! 

Hail, ye billows ! Hail to thee, 
Girt by holy fire, O sea ! 1920 

Water, hail ! Hail, fire's bright ^lare I 
Hail to this adventure rare I 

ALL TOGETHER. 

Hail, each softly blowing gale ! 

Caverns rich in marvels, hail ! 

Highly honored evermore 1925 

Be the elemental four ! 
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ACT THE THIRD. 



Before the Palace of Mendausin Sparta. 

Enter Helena, with a chorus ofcaptice TVnJan Komen, 

Penthalis, leailei- of the chorus. 



The irmch admired and much upbraided, Helen!!, 
From yonder strand I come, where erst we disembarked, 
Still giddy from the roll of ocenn's billowy surge, 
Wliicli, through Poseidon's favor and through Euros' 

might, 
On lofty-created backs bither hath wafted ns, 5 

From Phrygia's open field, to onr ancestral bays. 
Yonder Kmg Menelnus, glad of his return, 
With his brave men of war, rejoices on the beach. 
But oh, thou lofty raa,rsion, hid me welcome home, 
Tbou, near the steep decline, which Tyndareus, my sire, 
From Pallas' hill returning, here hatii biiilded up; 11 
Which also was adorned beyond all Sparta's homes, 
"What time with Clytemnestra, siRter-like I grew, 
With Castor, Pollux, too, playing in joyous sport. 
Wings of yon brazen portals, you I also hail ! 15 

Through you, ye guest-inviting, hos]iitable gates, 
Hath Menelaus once, from many princes chosen, 
Shone radiant on my sight, in nuptial sort arrayed. 
Expand to me once more, that I the king's behest 
May faithfully discharge, as doth the spouse beseem. 20 
Let me within, and all henceforth behind remain. 
That, charged with doom, till now darkly Iiath round 

me stormed ! 
For since, by care untroubled, I these sites forsook, 
Seeking Cythera's fane, as sacred wont enjoined. 
And by the spoiler there was seized, the Phrygian, 25 
Happened have many things, whereof men far nnd wide 
Are fain to tell, but which not fain to hear is he 
Of whom the tale, expanding, hath to fable grown. 
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CHORUS. 

Disparage not, oh, glorious dame. 

Honored possession of highest estate ! 30 

For sole unto thee is the greatest boon given ; 

The fame of beauty that all over-towers I 

The hero's name before him resounds, 

So strides he with pride ; 

Nathless at once the stubbornest yields 3b 

To beauty, the presence which all things subdues. 

HELENA. 

Enough I I with my spouse, ship-borne, have hither sped, 
And to this city now by him before am sent. 
But what the thought he harbors, that I cannot guess. 
Come I as consort hither? Come I as a queen ? 40 
Come I a:s victim for the prince's bitter pangs. 
And for the evils dire, long suffered by the Greeks ? 
Conquered I am; but whether captive, know 1 not: 
For the Immortal Powera fortune and fame for me 
Have doomed ambiguous ; direful ministers that wait 
On beauty's form, who even on this threshold here, 46 
With dark and threat'ning mien, stand bodeful at my 

side! 
Already, ere we left the hollow ship, my spouse 
Looked seldom on me, spake no comfortable word ; 
As though he mischief brooded, facing me he sat. 60 
But now, when, to Eurotas' deeply curving shores 
Steering our course, scarce had our foremost vessel's 

beak 
The land saluted, spake he, as by God inspired ; . 
" Here let my men of war, in ordered ranks, disbark ; 
I marshal them, drawn up upon the ocean strand ; 65 
But thou, pursue thy way, not swerving from the 

banks. 
Laden with fruit, that bound Eurotas' sacred stream. 
Thy coursers guiding o'er the moist, enamelled meads, 
ITntil thou may'st arrive at that delightful plain. 
Where Laccdsemon, once a broad fruit-beanng field, 60 
By mountains stern surrounded lifteth now its walls. 
Set thou thy foot within the tower-crowned princely 

house. 
Assemble thou the maids, whom I at parting left, 
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And will', them suinmon too the wise old Btewardcsa. 
Bid het displav to thee the tieftBiirew' anij>le store, 
Ah by thy sire bequeathed, and which, in peace and 
Increasing evermore, I have myself up-piled. 
All standing shall thou find in ancient order; for, 
This is the prince's privilege, that to his home, 
When he returns at last, safe everythiug he finds, 
Each in its proper place, aa he hath left it there. 
For nothing of himself the slave hath power to change. 



Oh, gladden now, with glorious wealth. 

Ever increasing, thine eye and heart! 

For beautiful chains, the adornment of crowns, 7 

Are pridlug themselves, in haughty repose ; 

But step thou in, and challenge them all. 

They arm themselves straight; 

I joy to see beauty contend for the prizt, 7 

With gold, and with pearls, and with jewels of price- 




Forthwith hath followed next this mandate of ray lord : 
"Wow when in order thou nil things hast duly seen, 
Aa many tripods take, aa needful thon may'st deem, 
And vessels manifold, which he at hand requires, 
Who duly would perform the sacrificial rite, 85 

The caldrons, and the bowls, and shallow altar-platea ; 
Let purest water, too, from sacred fount be there, 
In lofty pitchers; further, store of seasoned wood, 
Quick to accept the flame, hold thou m readiness ; 
A knife, of siiarpest edge, let it not fail at last. 90 

But I all other things to thy sole care resign." 
So spake he, urging me at once to part ; but naught, 
Breathing the breath of life, the orderer appoints, 
That, to the Olympians' honor, he to slaugliter doomed ; 
Suspicious seems it I yet, dismiss I further care; 95 
To the high Groda' decree be everything referred. 
Who evermore fulfil, what they in thought conceive ; 
It may, in sooth, by men, as evil or as good 
Be counted, it by us, poor mortals, must be berne. 
Full oft the ponderous axe on jiigh the priest hatji raised 
In consecration o'er the earth-bowed victim's neck.lOl 
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Nor could achieve the rite, for he was hinderM, 
Or by approaching foe, or intervening God. 



CHORUS. 

What now will happen, canst thou not guess ; 

Enter, queen, enter thou in, 105 

Strong of heart ! 

Evil coraeth and good 

Unexpected to mortals ; 

Though foretold, we credit it not. 

Troy a was burning, have we not seen 110 

Death before us, terrible death ! 

And are we not here, 

Bound to thee, serving with joy, 

Seeing the dazzling sunshine of heaven, 

And of earth, too, the fairest, 115 

Kind one — thyself — happy are we ! 

HELENA. 

Come what come may ! Whate'er impends, me it be- 
hoves 
To ascend, without delay, into the royal house, 
Long missed, oft yearned-for, well-nigh forfeited ; 
Before mine eyes once more it stands, I know not how. 
My feet now bear me not so lightly as of yore, 121 
When up the lofty steps I, as a child, have sprung. 

CHORUS. 

Fling now, O sisters, ye 

Captives who mourn your lot, 

All your sorrows far from you, 125 

Share ye your mistress' joy ! 

Share ye Helena's joy. 

Who to the dear paternal hearth, 

Though returning full late in sooth, 

Nathless with surer, firmer tread 13(? 

Joyfully now approaches ! 

Praise ye the holy ones, 

Happy restoring ones, 

Gods, the home-leaders, praise ye I 

Soars the enfranchised one, 185 

As upon outspread wings. 

Over the roughest fate, while in vain 
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Pines the captured one, yearning-fraught, 

Oviar the prison-battlenients 

Amis outsti'etohing, in anguish. '. 

Nathleas her a god hath seized, 

Tiie exiled one, 

And from Ilioii's wreck 

Bare her hitherward back once more, 

To the ancient, tlie newly-adorned 

Father-houae, 

After unspeakable 

Pleasure and anguish, 

Earlier youthful time. 

Newly quickened, to ponder. 150 1 

PENTHALis (as fedtfer of the chorus). 
Forsake ye now of song the joy-surrounded path, 
And toward the portal-wings turn ye forthwith your 

gaze! 
What Nee I, sisters ? Here, retuvneth not the queen ? 
With step of eager haste, cornea she not hack to us? — 
What is it, raiglity queen, that in the palace-halls, 155 ' 
Instead of friendly hail, could there encounter thee, 
And shatter thus thy being? Thou conceal'at it not; 
For I abhorrence see, impresHed upon thy brow, 
And noble anger, that conteudeth witii surprise. 

nELEJJA 

(who has left the Jollied doora open, excited). 
No vulgar fear beseems the daughter of higli Zeus, IGO 
And lier no lightly-fleeting terror-hand may touch ; 
But that dire horror whioh, from womb of ancient , 

Ni^ht, 
In time primeval rising, still in divers shapes. 
Like lurid clouds, from out the moniitain's fiery goi^e, 
Whirls itself forth, may shake even the hero's b re ast.lOi I 
Thus have the Stygian Gods, with horror fraught, to-day [ 
Mine entrance to the house so marked, that fain I am, 
Back from the oft time trod, long-yearned-for tlireshold, 

Like to a guest dismissed, departing, to retire. 

Yet no, retreated have I hither to the light; 170 

No further shall ye drive nie, Powers, whoe'er ye be I 
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Some expiation FU devise, then purified, 

The hearth-flame welcome may the consort as the lord. 

LEADER OF THE CHORUS. 

Discover, noble queen, to us thy handmaidens, 
Devotedly who serve thee, what hath come to pass ! 175 

HELENA. 

What I have seen, ye too, with your own eyes, shall see, 
If ancient Night, within her wonder-teeming womb. 
Hath not forthwith engulfed, once more, her ghastly 

birth ; 
But yet, that ye may know, with words I'll tell it you : — 
What time the royal mansion's gloomy inner court, 180 
Upon my task intent, with gloomy step I trod, 
I wondered at the drear and silent corridors. 
Fell on mine ear no sound of busy servitors. 
No stir of rapid haste, officious, met my gaze ; 
Before me there appeared no maid, no stewardess, 185 
Who every stranger erst, with friendly gi*eeting, hailed. 
But when I neared at length the bosom of the hearth, 
There saw I, by the light of dimly smouldering fire. 
Crouched on the ground, a crone, close-veiled, of 

stature huge, 
Not like to one asleep, but as absorbed in thought ! 190 
With accent of command I summon her to work. 
The stewardess in her surmising, whom perchance 
My spouse, departing hence, with foresight there had 

placed ; 
Yet, closely muffled up, still sits she, motionless; 194 
At length, upon my threat, uplifts she her right arm, 
As though from hearth and hall she motioned me away. 
Wrathful from her I turn and forthwith hasten out, 
Towards the steps, whereon aloft the Thalamos 
Rises adorned, thereto the treasure-house hard by ; 
When, on a sudden, starts the wonder from the floor; 
Barring with lordly mien my passage, she herself 201 
In haggard height displays, with hollow eyes, blood- 
grimed, 
An aspect weird and strange, confounding eye and 

thought. 
Yet speak I to the winds ; for language all in vain 
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Creatively eBsnya to body forth such shapea. 
There see herself ! The light she vi-ntures to Gonfroutfl 
Here are we master, till the lord and monarch comea ff 
The gliastly brood of Night doth Phcebus, beauty'O'l 

friend, 
Back to their caverns drive, or them he subjugates 

(PuoKHYAS ateppiiiff on the threshold, beCween tA*^ 
door-pOBts). 

CHORDS. 

Much have I lived through, although my tresses 21ftl 
Youthfully waver still round my temples ; 
Manifold horrors have mine eyes witnessed ; 
Warfare's dire anguish, liion's night, 
When it fell ; 



Through the o'ercloaded, dust-overshadowed 

Turault of war, to gods have I hearkened, 

Fearfully shouting ; hearkened while discord's 

Brazen voices o!ang through the field 

Uainpart- wards. 

Ah, yet standing were Ilion'a 

Kumparts ; uathlesg the glowing flames 

Shot fi'om neighbor to neighbor roof, 

Ever spreading from here and there, 

With their tem]>est'a fiery blast, 

Over the night-darkened city. — 

Flying, saw I through smoke and glare, 

And the flash of the tongufid flames, 

Dreadful, threatening Gods draw near ; 

Wondrous figures, of giant mould, 

Onward striding through the weird 

Gloom o£ fire-luminous vapor. 

Saw I them, or did my mind, 

Anguish-torn, itself body forth 

Phantoms so terrible — nevermore 

Can I tell ; but tJiat I this 

Horrible shape with eyes behold. 

This of a surety know I ! 

Yea, with my hands could clutch it even, 

Did not fear, from the perilous 

Ventui'e, ever withhold me. 
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Tell me, of Phorkyas' 

Daughters which art thou ? 

For to that family 

Thee must I liken. 

Art thou, maybe, one of the gray-bom ? 245 

One eye only, and but one tooth 

Using still alternately ? 

One of the Graise art thou ? 



) Barest thou, Horror, 

i Thus beside beauty, 250 

Or to the searching. glance 

Phoebus' unveil thee ? 

Nathless step thou forward undaunted ; 

For the horrible sees he not, 
] As his hallowed glances yet 255 

\ Never gazed upon shadows. 

j But a tragical fate, alas, _ 

Us, poor mortals, constrains to bear ^ 

Anguish of vision, unspeakable. 
Which the contemptible, ever detestable, 260 

Doth in lovers of beauty wake ! 

Yea, so hearken then, if thou dar'st 

Us to encounter, hear our curse. 

Hark to each imprecation's threat, 

Out of the curse-breathing lips of the happy ones, 

Who by tljg gods created are ! 266 

PHORKYAS. 

Trite is the word, yet high and true remains the sense: 
That shame and beauty ne'er together, hand in hand, 
Their onward way pursue, earth s verdant path along. 
Deep-rooted in these twain dwelleth an ancient grudge, 
So that, where'er they happen on their way to meet. 
Upon her hated rival turneth each her back ; 272 

Then onward speeds her course with greater vehemence, 
Shame filled with sorrow, Beauty insolent of mood, 
{ Till her at length embraces Orcus' hollow night, 275 
Unless old age erewhile her haughtiness hath tamed. 
You find I now, ye wantons, from a foreign shore, 
With insolence o erflowing, like the clamorous flight 
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Of cranes, with shrilly scream that high above oti 

heads, 
A long and movii).g cloud, croaking Btnd down thei 

noise, 280 i 

Which the lone pilgrim lures, wending hia silent way, 1 
Aloft to turn hia gaze; yet on their course they fare. 
He also upon liis : so will it be with us. 
Whoareye, then, that thua around the monarch's house, B 
With Mienad rage, ye dare like drunken ones to raveffl 
Who are ye, then, that ye the house's atewardees iiSfi l 
Thus bay, like pack of bounds hoarsely that bay the | 

Think ye, 'tis hid from me, the race whereof ye are ? 
Thou youthful, war-begotten, battle- nurtured brood. 
Lewd and lascivious thou, seducers and seduced, 290 
Unnervingboth, the soldier's and tbeburgher'a strength! 1 
Seeing your throng, to me a locust swarm ye eeetn, 1 
Which, settling down, conceals the young green harvest- ( 

field. 
Wasters of others' toil ! ye dainty revellers. 
Destroyers in its bloom of all prosperity 1 295 j 

Thou conquered merchandise, exchanged and marketed ! 

HELENA, 

Who in the mistress' presence chides her handmaidens, 

Audacious, doth o'erstep her household privilege; 

For her alone beseems, the praiseworthy to praise, 

Aa also that to punish which doth mei-it blame. 300 J 

Moreover with the service am I well cSntent, 

Which these have rendered mo, what time proud 

IHod's strength i 

Beleaguered stood, and fell and sank ; nor less indeed i 
When we, of our sea-voyage the dreary changeful woe j 
Endured, where commonly each thinks but of himself, i 
Here also I expect the like from this blithe train ; 306 i 
Not what the servant is, we ask, but how he serves. 
Therefore be silent thou, and snarl at them no more ! 
If thou the monarcli's house till now hast guarded well 
Filling the mistress' place, that for thy praise shall , 

count; 310 

But now herself is come, therefore do thou vetii 
Lest chastisement be thine, instead of well-earned lueed I 
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PH0RKYA8. . 

The menial train to threat, a sacred right remains, 
Which the illustrious spouse of heaven-favored lord 314 
Through many a year doth earn of prudent governance. 
Since that, now recognized, thy ancient place as queen, 
And mistress of the house, once more thou dost resume. 
The long-time loosened reins grasp thou ; be ruler here, 
And in possession take the treasures, us with them ! 
Me before all protect, who am the elder-born, 320 

From this young brood, who seem, thy swan-like 

beauty near, 
But as a basely winged flock of cackling geese I 

LEADER OF THE CHORUS. 

Ho'^ hideous beside beauty showeth hideousness I 

PHORKYAS. 

How foolish by discretion's side shows foolishness ! 
{Henceforth the choristers respond in turn^ stepping 
forth singly from the chorus,) 

1st chorister. 
Tell us of Father Erebus, tell us of Mother Night ! 325 

PHORKYAS. 

Speak thou of Scylla, speak of her, thy sister born ! 

2d chorister. 
From thy ancestral tree springs many a monster forth. 

PHORKYAS. 

To Orcus hence, away ! Seek thou thy kindred there ! 

3d chorister. 
Who yonder dwell, in sooth, for thee are far too young. 

PHORKYAS. 

Tiresias, the hoary, go, make love to him I 330 

4th chorister. 
Orion's nurse of old, was thy great-granddaughter. 

PHORKYAS. 

Harpies, so I suspect, did rear thee up in filth. 
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[PiET II. 



6th choristkr. 

Tliy (.'Iierished meagreness, whei-oon dost nourish that? 

PHOHKYAR. 

Tisnotwithbbod, for which SO keenly thou dost thirst. 

6th chorister. [335 

For corpses dost thou hunger, loatlisorao corpse tliyself ! 

PHOEKYAS. 

Within thy shameless jaw the teeth of vampires gleam. 

7tii chorister. 
Thine I should stop were I to tell thee who thou art. 

PnORKYAS, 

First do thou name thyself; the riddle then is solved. 



Not wrathful, but in grief, step T between you now. 
Forbidding such alternate quarrel's angry noise ; 340^ 
For to the ruler naught more hurtful ean befall, 
Than 'monghistruaty servants, sworn and secret strife j| 
The echo of his mandate then to him no more, 
In swift accomplished deed responsively returns; 
No, stormful and self-willed, it rages him around, S43] 
The self-bewildered one, and chtduig still hi vain. 
Nor this alone ; ye have in rude unmannered wrath 
Unblessed images of dreadful shapes evoked. 
Which so encompass nie, that whirled T feel myaelf 
To Orcus down, despite these my ancestral fields. 85W 
la it remembrance? Was it fremy seized on me? 
Was I all that? and am I? shall I henceforth be 
The dread and phantom-shape of those town-n 

ones? 

The maidens quail : but thou, the eldest, thou dost stand, 1 
Calm and unmoved ; speak, then, to me some word at I 

sense ! 355 j 

PHOEKTAS. 

Who of long years recalls the fortune man'fold. 
To him heaven's highest favor seems at last a dream. 
But thoa, so highly favored, past all bound or goal, 
Saw'at, in thy life-course, none but love-iuliamed meCfl 
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Kindled by impulse rash to boldest enterprise. 360 
Theseus by passion stirred full early seized on thee, 
; A man of glorious form and strong as Heracles. 

1 HELENA. 

* Forceful he bore me off, a ten-year slender roe, 
\ And in Aphidnus' keep, shut me, in Attica. 

j Phorkyas. 

J But thence full soon set free, by Castor, Pollux too, 365 
r In marriage wast thou sought by chosen hero-band. 



I 



HELENA. 

Yet hath Patroclus, he, Pelides' other self, 
My secret favor won, as willingly I own. 



} PHORKYAS. 

i But thee thy father hast to Menelaus wed, 

! Bold rover of the sea and house-sustainer too. 370 

i HELENA. 

T 

His daughter gave he, gave to him the kingdom's sway; 
And from our wedded union sprang Hermione. 

PHORKYAS. 

But while he strove afar, for Crete, his heritage. 
To thee, all lonely, came an all too beauteous guest. 

HELENA. 

Wherefore the time recall of that half-widowhood, 375 
And what destruction dire to me therefrom hath grown I 

PHORKYAS. * 

That voyage unto me a free-born dame of Crete, 
Hath also capture brought, and weary servitude. 

HELENA. 

As stewardess forthwith he did appoint thee here, 379 
With much entrusted, — fort and treasure boldly won. 

PHORKYAS. 

All which thou didst forsake, by Ilion's tower-girt town 
Allured, and by tlie joys, the exhaustless joys of love. 
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HELENA. 

Remind me not of joys : no, an infinitude 

Of all too bitter woe overwhelmed my heart and brain. 

PHORKYAS. 

Nathless 'tis said thou didst in twofold shape appear ; 
Seen within Ilion's walls, and seen in Egypt too. 386 

HELENA. 

Confuse thou not my brain, distraught and desolate ! 
Here even, who I am, in sooth, I cannot tell. 

PHORKYAS. 

'Tis also said, from out tlie hollow shadow-realm, 
Achilles, passion-fired, hath joined himself to thee, 390 
Whom he hath loved of old, 'gainst all resolves of Fate. 

HELENA. 

As phantom T myself, to him a phantom bound ; 
A dream it was — thus e'en the very words declare. 
I faint, and to myself a phantom I become. 

(^She sinks into the arms of the semi-chorus,) 

CHORUS. 

Silence! Silence! 395 

False-seeing one, false-speaking one, thou ! 

Through thy horrible, single-toothed lips, 

Gliastly, what exhaleth 

From such terrible loathsome gulf ! 

For the malignant one, kindliness feigning. 400 

Rage of wolf 'neath the sheej)'s woolly fleece, 

Far more terrible is unto me than 

Jaws of the hound three-headed. 

Anxiously watching stand we here : 

When? How? Where of such malice 405 

Bursteth the tempest 

From this deep-lurking brood of Hell ? 

Now, 'stead of friendly words, froijrhted with comfort, 

Lethe-bestowing, gracious and mild. 

Thou art summoning from times departed, 410 

Thoughts of the past most hateful. 

Overshadowing not alone 

All sheen gilding the present, 
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Also the future's 

Mildly glimmering light of hope. 415 

Silence ! Silence ! 

That fair Helena's soul, 

Ready e'en now to take flight, 

Still may keep, yea firmly keep 

The form of all forms, the loveliest, 420 

Ever illumined of old by the sun. 

(Helena has revived^ and again stands in the midst.) 

PHORKYAS. 

Forth emerge from fleeting cloudlets, sun resplendent 

of this day. 
If when veiled thou couldst delight us, dazzling now 

thy splendor reigns. 
As the world unfolds before thee, thou dost gaze with 

gracious look. 
Though as hideous they revile me, well the beautiful I 

know. 425 

HELENA. 

Giddy from the void I issue, that in fainting round me 

closed. 
Rest once more I fain would cherish, for sore-weary 

are my limbs ; 
Yet the queen it still beseemeth, yea all mortals it 

beseems. 
Self-controlled, to man their spirits, whatsoe'er of ill 

may threat. 

PHORKYAS. 

In thy greatness now thou standest, in thy beauty 'fore 
us there, 430 

Tells thy glance that thou commandest; what com- 
mandest thou ? speak it forth ! 

HELENA. 

The delay your strife occasioned, now prepare ye to 

retrieve : 
Haste, a sacrifice to order, as the king commanded me! 

PHORKYAS. 

In the palace all is ready : censer, tripod, sharpened axe, 
For lustration and for incense ; now the destined vic- 
tim show ! 435 
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HELENA. 






That to me the king disclosed not. 






PHORKTAS. 






Spake it not ? doleful word 1 






HrcLENA. 






What the sorrow that o'erpowers thee ? 






PHOEKTAS. 






Queen, it ia thyself art meant I 






I? 






And these. 






CHORDS. 






Oh, TV'oe and wailing 1 






PHORKTAa. 






Thoa wilt perish by the axe. 






Breadful— yet Burmised ! Me wretched I 






PHOKKTAa. 






TJnavoidahlo it seema. 






CHORUS. 






And to US, ah, what will happen ? 






PnORKYAS. 440 






She a noble death will die ; 
But npon the lofty rafter, that upholds tlie gable-roof, 
As in fowliug-time the ihi-ushes, ye shall struggle in a 






(Helena and t/ie chorus stand astounded and terrified, 
in striking, vidlrarranyed groups.) 






PHOKKTAS. 






Poor phantoms! — Stand ye there like figures petrified, 
In deadly fear to part from day, whieh is not yours. 
Mortals, wJio phantoms are together like as ye, 445 
Not willingly renounce the sun's resplendent beams; 
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Yet from their doom may none save them by force or 

prayer ; 
All know it, yet can few with pleasure welcome it ! 
Enough, ye all are lost. So to the work forthwith ! 449 
{She claps her hands ; thereupon appear at the door 

masked dwarfish figures^ who execute with alacrity 

the orders as they are delivered). 
Approach, thou swarthy, round, misshapen, goblin 

train ! 
Roll yourselves hither ! Mischief work ye here at will. 
The altar, golden-horned, bear ye, and give it place ; 
And let the gleaming axe o'erlay the silver rim ! 
The water-vessels- iill, wherewith to wash away 
Of black polluting gore, the horror-breathing stain ; 465 
The costly carpet here outspread upon the dust, 
That so the victim may in royal fashion kneel, 
And wrapt within its folds, although with severed head, 
Sei^ulchred straight may be, with, honorable rites ! 

LEADEB OP THE CHORUS. 

The queen, absorbed in thought, beside us stands apart; 
Blenching the maidens droop, like meadow-grass when 
mown ; 461 

On me, the eldest, seems a sacred duty laid, 
With thee to barter words, thou form of primal eld. 
Experienced art thou, wise, well-minded seemest to us, 
Although this brainless troop, misjudging, thee reviled : 
Tell then, if thou dost know, of rescue possible. 466 

PHOBKYAS. ^ 

'Tis easy said. Alone it resteth with the queen 
• Herself to save, and you her handmaidens with her. 
Needful is prompt resolve, and of the quickest, too ! 

CHOBUS. 

Most revered among the Parcae, wisest of the Sibyls thou, 
Sheathed hold the golden scissors, light and life to us 

proclaim ! 471 

For our tender limbs already, feel we dangling, un- 

rejoicing. 
Swinging to and fro, that rather in the dance rejoiced 

of yore, 
Basting then on lover's breast. 
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HELENA. 

Tliese tremblers leavs ye ; sorrow feel T, nauslit of fear ; 
Yet knowest tliou rescue, atraiglit be it with tlmoka 
receiveifl 476 

To sage, far-eeeinfr minda, oft the im]io9sib]e 
As [lussible doth sbow. Speak on and tell tby thought! 

CHORPB. 

Speak and tell lis, tell us quickly ; Low may we escape 

the ghastly. 
Odious nousna, that, with menace, like to ontamente tli^ 

vilest, 
Round our necks themselves are coiling? We, poorl 

vit'tims, feel beforehanil, f 

Feel the stillinj;, feel the choking, if of ail the g^ids, 

thou, Rhea, 
Lofty mother, feelest no pity I 




Have ye patience, to my story's course protracted 
Still to hearken? Manifold its windings are. 4 



PlIORKYA 

Theman at home who tarries, noble wealth whognaT^s, 
And knoweth to cement his dwelling's lofty walls, 
As also to secure bis roof 'gainst stress i)f rain, 
With him shall all go well, through the long day of life : 
But lightly who o'ersteps, with rash and flying foot, 491 
His tbreshold'a sacred bounds, by guilty aim impelled. 
Shall find, on his return, the ancient plaeei indeed, 
IJut altered everything, if not comjiletely wrucked. 

BKLETfA. 

Declare, whereto these tnte and well-known proverbi 

here? 
Thou shouldst relate 

offence I 

PHORKYAS. 

Tnio history it is, in no wise a reproof. 

As pirate Menelaus steered from bay to bay ; 



495 
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Mainland and islands, all he ravaged as a foe, 
With spoil returning home, as it within lies stored. 500 
He before Ilion's walls hath wasted ten long years, 
But on his homeward course how many know I not; 
Meanwhile how fares it here where stands the lofty house 
Of Tyndarus ? How fares ij with the region round ? 

HELENA. 

Is then reproach in thee so thoroughly ingraft, 505 
That, save to utter blame, thy lips thou canst not move ? 

PHORKYAS. 

Thus stood, for many years, forlorn the sloping ridge 
That northwards to the height rises in Sparta's rear, 
Behind Taygetus, whence, still a merry brook, 
I Downward Eurotas rolls, and then, along our vale, 510 
Broad-flowing among reeds, gives nurture to your swans. 
There in the mountain-vale, behind, a stalwart race 
Themselves established, pressing from Cimmerian night, 
And have upreared a fastness, inaccessible, 514 

Whence land and folk around they harry, as they list. 

HELENA. 

This could they then achieve? Impossible it seems. 

PHORKYAS. 

They ample time have had ; haply, some twenty years. 

HELENA. 

Is one the lord ? Are they a numerous robber-horde? 

» 

I PHORKYAS. 

Not robbers are they, yet is one among them lord. 520 
I Of him I speak no blame, though once he sought me here; 
! He might have taken all, yet did content himself 

With some few things — which he free gifts, not trib- 
ute, named. 

HELENA". 

And what his mien ? 

PHORKYAS. 

Nowise amiss ! He pleases me. 
A cheerful man he is, courageous, and well-built, 
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With understanding dowered, as few among the Greeks. 
Ab barbarous we brand tlie race, but jet, methinks. 
So savage none can be as lieroee, not a few, 
Who man-devouring pests at Ilion showed themsetres. 
His greatness I respect ; did trust myself to him. 
Ilia fortress 1 That should ye with your own eyes behold I 
'Tis something different from clumsy mason-work, 531 
The which your fathers have aloft, at random, piled, 
Cyclopean like the cyclopa, one unwieldy stone 
On stone unwieldy hurling! There quite otherwise. 
Upright and level, all is fixed by square and rule. 536 
Gaze on it from without; upward it strives toward 

So straight, so well-adjusted, mirror-smooth like steel ; 
To clamber there, in sooth, your very thought slides 

Within are ample courts, broad spaces girt around 
With solid mason-work, of divers kinds and use; 540 
Pillars, pilaatej's, arches, archlets, balconies, 
Are there, and galleries, for peering out and in, 
And scutcheons. 

HELENA. 

What are they? 

PHOKKYAS. 

Ajax, upon his shield, 
A coiled serpent bare, as ye yourselves have seen ; 
The seven chiefs at Thebes have figured emblems borne, 
Each one upon his shield, significant and rich : 546 
There moonand star were seen, on heaven's nightly field, 
There goddess, hero, ladder, weapons, torches, too. 
And what with violence still threatens goodly towns. 
Devices of like sort beareth our hero-band, 550 

In colored splendor, heired from primal ancestors ; 
Tliere lions you behold, eagles, claw too and beak. 
Then horns of buffalo, wings, roses, peacock-tails. 
Bars also, gold and black and silver, blue and red, 554 
Such symbols in their halls hang pendant, row on row, 
In halls that know no bound, ample as is the world ; 
There might ye dance ! 
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The best ; a youthful band, blooming and golden-haired ; 
Of yoolh they breathe ! Of yore so only Paris breathed, 
What time he to the queen approached too near, 

HELENA. 

Thou fall'st 560 
Quite from thy part 1 To me declare the final word. 

PHORKYAS. 

That spealtest thou; in earnest say distinctly yea! 
Then with that fortress thee I'll straightway compass, 

CHORUS. 

Speak 
That little word, and save thyself and us with thee ! 

How ? Shall I harbor fear lest Menclaua should 565 
So ruthlessly transgress as rage to wreak on me ? 

PHORKYAS. 

Hast thou foi^otten, how he thy Deiphobuw, 
Thy slaughtered Paris' brother, in unheard-of guise. 
Hath mangled, he who strove thy stubborn widowhood 
To bend, and gained his purpose I Kosc and ears he 
lopped, 670 

And mutilated sore ; 'twas horror to behold ! 

HELENA. 

That did he unto him ; for my sake it was done. 

PnORKTAS. 

And for his sake, be sure, the like he'll do to thee. 

Mot to be shared is beauty ; her who hath possessed 

Kiitire, destroyeth rather, cursing partnership. 575 
( Trumpets in Me distance ," t/te Chorus ehvdderg.) 

As the shrill trumpets' blare doth ear and entrails seize, 
iing asundei", so her talons jealousy 
It in that man's breast, who never can forget 
|6nce he owned, now lost, by him possessed no 

CHORUS. 

Hear'st thou not the horns resounding? See'st thou 
not the gleam of anna ? 580 
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rnoBKYAs. 
Be thou welcome ! To thee, lord and monarch ! gladly 
give I reckoning. 

CDOECS. 

But for us ? 

PH0EKTA8. 

Ye know full surely : 'fore your eyes her 
death you see, 
Yonr own death mark, too, within there ; no, for you 
tliere is no help. (Paitse.) 

HEtEJJA. 

I have the course devised, which nest I will pursue. 
An adverse Demon art thou, that fuU well I feel ; 585 
And fear thou wilt convert even the good to ill. 
Nathless to yonder keep I straight will follow thee. 
The rest I know u but what in her deep breast the 

queen 
As mystery conceals, let it remain to all 
A secret uni-evealed 1 Now, ancient one, lead on ! 590 

CHORIT8. 

O how gladly go we hence, 
Urging our footstepB : 
Death in our reiir ; - 
Once more before us 

Rises a fortress, 595 

With unscalable ramparts ; 
Us may they shelter as well, 
Even as 1 1 ion's keep, 
Which succumbed at last 

Through contemptible craft alone ! 600 

(^Misti difftue themselves, veiling the IxwAj/roun^,' also 
the nearer portion of the scene.) 
How ! Sisters, how ! 
Sisters, gaze around I 
Was it not cheerfniest day? 
Mists are nsing, wreathing aloft. 
From Eurotaa' hallowed stream ! 605 

Vanished hath the beautiful, 
Sedge-be crowned niai-ge from the gaze ; 
And the free, graceful swans. 
Proudly, silently, floating, 



K 



Act III.] THE TBAGEDY OF FAUST. 343 

Joyfully together, 610 

See I, ah ! no more ! 

Yet, sisters, yet ! 
Singing hear I them, 
i Singing harsh tones from afar — 

Death presaging, so mortals say; 615 

Ah, that they to us may not, 

'Stead of rescue's promised weal. 

Ruin dire betoken at last. 

Unto us, swan-like maids. 

Fair, white-throated ones, and ah ! 620 

To our queen swan-gendered I 

Woe to us, woe, woe ! 

All itself overshrouds. 

Wrapt in vapor and mist ; 

Gaze on each other can we not f 625 

What bef alia ? Do we walk ? 

Hover we now, 

Trij)ping with light steps over the ground ? 

Seest thou naught ? Floats not us before 

Hermes perchance ? Gleams not his golden wand, 630 

Bidding, commanding us back to return. 

Back to yon joyless realm, dusky and gray. 

With intangible phantoms teeming. 

The o'ercrowded, yet aye-empty Hades ? 

Deepens all at once the darkness. Kayless now dis- 
solves the vapor, 635 

Gray and murky brown as stone-work. Walls ascend, 
our glances meeting. 

Our free glances meeting sheer. Court is it ? deep 
moat ? or cavern ? 

'Tis in every case appalling ! Sisters, ah, we are im- 
prisoned, 

'Prisoned now as erst we were ! 

{Inner court of the castle^ surrounded with rich fan- 
tastic buildings of the middle ages,) 

LEADER OP THE CHORUS. 

Foolish and overswift, true type of woman-kind, 640 
Dependent on the moment, sport of every gust 
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Of bale or blessing ! Tot not either can ye bear 
With constant conrage. One still fiercely contradicts 
The others, crosswiBC she hy others is gainsaid ; 
Only in joy and pain ye, with the self-same tone, 645 
Or howl or laugh. Be still and hearken what the queen, 
Higb-Bouled, may here decide both lor herself and us. 

Where art thou, Pythonisaa? Wliataoe'er thy name, 
From out the gloomy vaults step forth of this stern 
keep ! 650 

Perchance, art gone to seek this wondrous hero-lord, 
To herald my approach, reception kind bespeaking! 
>So take my thanks and quickly lead me unto him! 
My wanderings I would en<i, repose I wish alone. 

LEADER OF THE CHOBITS. 

Vainly thou lookest, queen, round thee on every side ; 
The hateful form hath vanished, or perchance remained 
In yonder mtst, from forth whose bosom hitherwai-d. 
We came, I wist not bow, swiftly without a step ; 657 
Perchance, indeed, in doubt, this labyriuth she treads, 
Where many castles strangely mingle into one. 
Greeting august and high demanding from its lord. 660 
But yonder see above, where move in busy throngs, 
In corridors, at casements, and tlirough poi^tals wide, 
A crowd of menials passing, swiftly here and there ; 
Diatinguished welcome this portends of honored guest. 

CHORUS. 

Expands now my heart 1 O, yonder behold, 665 

How modestly downward, with lingering step, 

A fair youthful throng becomingly move 

In march well appointed ! Say, by whose command 

Now appeareth well-trained, and so promptly arrayed, 

Of blooming boyhood, the glorious race? 670 

What admire I the most ? la it their elegant gait, 

Or the tresses that curl round their dazzling white brow, 

Or tho twin-blooming cheeks, with the hue of the peach, 

And shaded like it with soft tender down ? 

Fain would I bite, bnt 1 shrink back in fear; 675 

For in similar venture, replete was the mouth, 

I shudder to tell it, with ashes ! 
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But the most beautiful 

Hither are wending; 

What are they bearing? 680 

Steps for the throne, 

Carpet and seat. 

Hangings and tent- 
Adorning gear? 

Hover the folds on high, 685 

Cloud-garlands forming 

Over the head of our queen ; 

Lol now invited, 

Climba she the stately couch. 

Forwai'd advancing, 690 

Step by step, treading. 

Range yourselves there 1 

Worthy, oh worthy, thrice worthy of her, 

Be blessing on such a reception ! 
(AH that the Chorus has indicated takes place by 

degrees.) 
{After pages and squires have descended in long pro- 
cession, Faust appears above, on Che steps, in 
knightly court costume of Che middle ages,' he de- 
scends slowly and with dignity.) 

LKADBK OP THE CHORUS. 

(attentively observing him). 
If to this man the gods have not, as is their wont, 695 
But for a season lent this wonder-worthy form, 
And if his lofty grace, liis love-inspiring mien, 
Be not tbeir transient gift, success will sure attend 
On all be undertakes, be it in strife with men, 
Or in the petty war, with fairest women waged. 700 
To many othei-s him, in aootb, I must prefer. 
Others, the highly prized, on whom mine eyes have gazed. 
With slow, majestic step, by reverence witliheld. 
The prince do I behold. Towards him turn, queen E 

FAUST 

(advancing, a man in fetters at his side). 
'Stead of most solemn greeting, as beseemeth, 705 
'Stead of most reverent welcome, bring I thee, 
In chains fast manacled, this varlet, who 
In duty failing, wrested mine from me.— 
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Here 1)011(1 thy knee, before this noblest dame, 
To make forthwith coufaBsion of thy guilt! — 
This ie, exalted potentate, the man, 
Of rarest vision, from the lofty tower 
Api>ointed round to gaze, the expanse of heaven 
Keenly to overlook, and breadth of earth, 
If here or yonder aught present itaelf. 
From the encircling hills, across the vale. 
Towards this fortress moving; billowy herds, 
Or warlike host perchance; those we defend, 
These meet in fight. To-dav, what negligeuoe! 
Thou corneal hitiier, he proclaims it not ; 
August reception failelii, honor due 
To guest so noble. Forfeited he hath 
Hia guilty life, and in tlie blood of death, 
Wl' 1 1 -merited, should lie ; but thou alone 
May'st punisli, or show mercy, at thy pleasure. 
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UEI.ESX. 

High as the honor thou accordest me, 

Aa judge, as potentate, and were it bat, 

As I suspect, to try mo — so will I 

The judge's foremost duty now fulfil, 

To give the accuaed a hearing. — Therefore B|ieak 1 730 

LTNCECS, THE TOWKE-WAKDEB. 

Let me knee! and gaze upon her. 

Let me live or let me die : 

Pledged to serve, with truth and honor, 

The god-given dame, am L 

Watching for the morning, gazing 735 

Eastward for ita rising, In ! 

In the south, my vision dazing, 

Rose the sun a wondrous show. 

Neither earth nor heavenward turning. 

Depth nor height my vision drew; 740 

Tliitherward I gazed, still yearning. 

Her, the peerless one, to view. 

Eyesight keen to me is granted. 

Like to lynx on highest tree ; 

From the dream, which me enchanted. 745 

Hard I struggled to be free. 
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Could I the delusion banish — 

Turret — tower — barred gateway see ? 

Vapors rise, anct vapors vanish ; \ 

Forward steps this deity ! 750 

Eye and heart to her I tender ! j 

I inhale her gentle light ; 
Blinding all, such beauty's splendor 
\ Blinded my poor senses quite ; 

I forgot the warder's duty, 766 

I forgot the entrusted horn ; 
Threaten to destroy me — Beauty 
Tameth anger, tameth scorn. 

HELENA. 

Tlie ill, myself occasioned, dare I not 

Chastise. Ah, woe is me! What ruthless fate 760 

Pursues me, everywhere the breasts of men 

So to befool, that they nor spare themselves 

Nor aught that claimeth reverence. Plundering now, 

Seducing, fighting, harrying here and there, 

Gods, heroes, demi-gods, yea, daemons, too, 766 

Perplexed have led me, wandering to and fro ; 

Singly, the world I maddened, doubly, more ; 

Now threefold, fourfold, bring I woe on woe ! — 

This guiltless man discharge, let him go free. 

No shame should light upon the god-befooled. 770 



FAUST. 

Filled with amaze, O queen, I see at once 
^ The unerring smiter, here the smitten one ; 
j The bow I see, wherefrom hath sped the shaft 
i This man that wounded. Shaft doth follow shaft, 
: And me they smite. Them crosswise I perceive, 776 

Feathered, and whirring round through court and keep. 
■ What am I now? Thou makest, all at once, 

My trustiest, rebellious ; insecure 
i My very walls; henceforth my hosts, I fear, 
i Will serve the conquering unconquered queen. 780 

What now remaineth, save myself to yield. 

And all I fancied mine, to thy sole sway ? 

Freely and truly, let me at thy feet, 
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Acknowledge thee as queen, wlio, coming here, 

Halh won fortliwith possession and a throne, 785 
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(with a cheat, followed by men hearing other chests). 
Back, queen, thou eeest me once more ! 
One glance the rich man dolh implore ; 
Poor as a beggar feeleth he, 
Yet rich as prince — beholding thee. 
What was I erst — what am I now ? 
What can I wish — what aim avow ? 
What boots it keenest sight to own ? 
Its glance reboundeth from thy throne ? 
We from the east still onward pressed. 
And soon o'ermastered was the west ; 
A boat of nations, long and vast — 
The foremost knew not of the last ; 
The foremost fell ; the next advance ; 
Ready the third with doughty lanoe — 
Strengthened was each a hundredfold ; 
Thousands, unmarked, lay stark an<) cold. 
We rushed along, we stormed apace. 
Lordship we won, fi-om place to place ; 
And where to-day I sway achieved, 
Kext day another sacked and reaved. 
Rapid the glance we took — one laid 
His hand upon the fairest maid, 
The steer one seized of surest tread ; 
The horses all with us were led. 
But my delight was everywhere 
To peer about for things most rare ; 
And what another held in store. 
To me was withered grass, no more. 
On treasure's track I onward aped, 
Only by my keen insight led ; 
In every coffer I could see. 
Transparent was each chest to me. 
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The emerald's resplendent green 820 

Alone may grace thy breast, fair queen. 

Let pearl-drops hang 'twixt lip and ear, 
The spoil of Ocean ! rubies, near 
Thy dainty cheeks, their radiance lose, 
Quenched by their vermeil-tinctured hues. 825 

The greatest treasures thus to-day, 
Before thy presence here I lay ; 
And at thy feet, in homage yield 
Harvest of many a bloody field. 

Though I full many a chest have brought, 830 

Yet more I have, with treasure fraught ; • 

Let me attend thy path, and lo ! 

Thy treasure-vaults shall straight o'erflow. 

For scarce dost thou the throne ascend. 
Already bow, already bend, 835 

Reason, and wealth, and sovereign power, 
Before thy beauty's peerless dower. 

All this I firmly held, as mine — 

Freely relinquished, now 'tis thine ! 

Its worth I deemed both vast and high — 840 

Its nothingness I now descry. 

What once was mine, doth from me pass. 
Scattered like mown and withered grass. 
With one kind look, give back once more, 
In full, the worth it owned before I 845 

FAUST. 

Hence quickly with the burden boldly earned. 

Not blamed, in sooth, but yet without reward. 

Already all is hers, which m its depths 

The castle hides ; to offer special gifts 

Is bootless. Hence ! Treasure on treasure heap, 850 

In order due ; of splendor yet unseen 

Set forth the exalted pomp ; and let the vaults 

Glitter like heaven new-born ; from lifeless life 

,A paradise prepare; before her steps, 

With eager haste, let carpet, rich in flowers, 855 

Unroll on flowery carpet ! Let her tread 
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Meet dainty footitifr, and the brightest sheen, 
lilindhig to all but gods, her glance arrest! 

LTNCEU8. 

Slight is our lord's behest; 'tis play, 

A jilenaant pastime, to obey : 8GI 

Not wealth alone, the blood no less 

O'erswa^a this beauty's fond excess! 

Tamed is the host, and falchions keen, 

Now blunt and lame have lost their sheen ; 

The sun beside her form divine, 86J 

Weary and cold, forgets to shine ; 

Whiie near the riches of hor taoe, 

Empty is all devoid of grace. (Sn(.) 

HELENA (lo Faust). 
With thee I fain would apeak, therefore ascend, 
Aiid seat thee at my side! The vacant place 87( 

Invites its owner, and secures me mine. 



First, kneeling, let my true allegiance be 

Accepted, noble lady ; let me kiss 
The hand that now iiphfts me to thy side ! 
Me as co-regent strengthen of thy realm. 
No bound that knows ; and for thyself obtain 
Adorer, liegeman, warder, all in one! 



Full many a wonder do I see and hear; 

Amazement strikes me, much I have to ask. 

Yet fain I am to know wherefore the speech 8S0 

Of yonder man soanda strangely, strange and sweet : 

Each tone appears accordant with the next, 

And hath a word found welcome in the ear, 

Another woos caressingly the first. 



If thee our people's utterance thns delights, 
O then be sure, their song will ravish thee, 
A|)peasing to their depths both ear and mind. 
Yet were it best this language to essay; 
Alternate speech invites it, calls it forth. 
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* 



HELENA. I 



How thus to speak so sweetly I would know. 890 

FAUST. 

J 'Tis easy, from tlie heart the words must flow ; 
I And when with fond desire the bosom yearns, 
I We look around and ask — 

HELENA, 

Who with US burns ? 

FAUST. 

The spirit looks nor forward nor behind, 
The present only — 

HELENA. 

There our bliss we find. 895 

FAUST. 

Wealth is it, pledge and fortune ; I demand. 
Who granteth confirmation ? 

HELENA. 

This — my hand. 

♦ CHORUS. 

Who would now upbraid our princess 

Grant she to tliis castle's lord 

Friendliest demeanor? 900 

For confess, together are ye 

Captives now, as oft already, 

Since the tragical overthrow 

Ilios', and our piteous voyage 

Labyrinthine, with sorrow fraught. 905 

Women wont to men's affection, 

Choosers are they not, in sooth. 

Rather adepts are they ; 

And to gold-ringleted shepherds. 

May be to Fauns darkly bearded, 910 

As to them the occasion comes. 

O'er thy delicate limbs must they 

Yield completely an equal right. 

Near and nearer sit they already, 

Each on other reclining, 915 
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Shoul'Icr to ehoiilder, kiicc to knee. 






Hand in liand, rock they themselves 






Over the llirone's 






nigh and loftily cushioned state ; 






For no scruple hath majesty, 


820 




Secretest raptures, 






'Fore the eyes of the people, 






All unbluahingly thus to display. 






HELENA. 






I feel myself so distant, yet so near, 






And all too gladly say : Here am I ! here I 


925 




PAUST. 






I tremble ; scarcely breathe, words die away 
A dream it is, vanished have place and day! 










HELENA. - 






Outworn I feel and yet as life were new, 






With thee entwined ; to thee, the unknown one, true. 1 1 




FAtrST. 






Forbear to ponder tliy strange destiny 1 


930 




Being is duty, were it momently. 










On love's primer cast your eyes, 
Its sweet lessons analyze. 










Fondly sport in lover-wise! 






Yet thereto time fails, I ween. 


935 




Feel ye not the storm o'erhanging? 






Hear ye not the trumpet clanging! 






Kuin nears, with threatening mien. 






Menelaus comes, and gleaming 






With him waves of peoule streaming; 
Arm ye for the conflict keen ! 


940 








Girt by victors conquest heated, 
Like Deiphobus, maltreated, 










Forfeit thou must pay, queen ; 
These light ware shall from the halter 






015 




Dangle; ready on the altar 






Sharpened axe for thee is seen I 
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I 

[ FAUST. 

Bold interruption, she annoyingly intrudes ! 

Not e'en in peril brook I senseless violence. 

Ill message hideous make the fairest messenger ; 950 

Most hideous thou who dost ill tidings gladly bring. 

They shall not profit thee ; ay, shatter thou the air 

With empty breath. In sooth, no danger lurketh here, 

And danger's self would seem but idle threatening, 

(^Signals, Explosions from the towers^ trumpets and 
cor7ietSy martial m^vLsic^ a powerful army marches 
across the stage) 

FAUST. 

No, straight assembled thou shalt see 955 

Our heroes' close united band ! 

For woman's grace none wins but he 

Who knows to shield with forceful hand. 

{To the leader Sy who separate themselves from their 

columns and step forward,) 

With bridled rage and silent power. 

Which victory must crown at length, 960 

Ye of the north, the youthful flower. 

Ye of the east, the blooming strength ! 

Steel-clad, with sunbeams round them breaking. 
Empires they shatter with their spear ; 
They march — beneath them earth is shaking; — 
They pass — it thunders in their rear. 966 

I At Pylos from our barques we landed — 

I The ancient Nestor was no more; 

f In vain their troops, the kinglings banded, 

'Gainst our free host, on Hellas' shore. 970 

Drive from these walls, my voice obeying, 
King Menelaus back to sea ; 
There let him, sacking and waylaying. 
Fulfil his will and destiny. 

I hail you dukes, for so ordaineth 975 

Sparta's fair queen ; before her lay 
Mountain and valley ; while she reigneth, 
Ye, too, shall profit by her sway. 



I THE TRAGEDY OF FAUST. [P 

Guard, German, wall and fence extending, 
Corinthua' bay, whate'cr aeeails ; 
Goths, I confide to your defending, 
Aohaia, with its hundred vales ; 



Normans, the sea from pirates clearing, 985 

01 Argolia the strength repair. 

Then shall each one, at home abiding, 
Prowess and strength abroad make known; 
Yet Sparta shall, &er all presiding. 
Be still our queen's ancestral throne. 990 

Rejoicing in their lands, each nation 
She sees, with every blessing crowned; 
Justice and light and confirmation. 
Seek at her feet, with trust profound. 
(Favbt descends, the princes close a circle round hitp, 
in order better to hear his instructions and coin- 
niands.) 

CHOEUB. 

Who the fairest fain would pofisess, 995 

Foremost, let him for weapons 

Stoutly and wisely look all around ! 

Fond words for him may have won 

What on earth is the highest : 

Yet in peace poasesseth he not; 1000 

Fawners slyly entiee her from him, 

Spoilers daringly snatch her from liirn ; 

This to guai-d against be he prepared ! 

I for this commend our prince, 

Prize him higher than others, 1005 

Who, brave and prudent, himself hath leaned. 

So that the stalwart obedient stand, 

To his beck still attentive ; 

Loyally they his hests fulfil. 

To his own profit, one and all, 1010 

Having his guerdon in his lord's thanks, 

And for the loftiest glory of both. 
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For who ahall snatch her away 

From her potent poBsesBor ? 

She is his, to him be she granted, 1015 

Doubly granted by us, whom he 

Within, e'en like her, with iin|iregnable ramparts, 

Without, by mightieet host, suri'ounds. 

FAUST. 

Our gifts to these are great and gloriona : 

To every one a goodly land 1020 

Fertile and bro.id. March on victorious 1 

Here in the midst take we our stand. 

Girt round by waves in sunlight dancing, 

Half isl.ind, thee — whose bill-chains blend 

With Europe's mountains, widely branching — 1025 

Will they in rivalry defend. 

Blessed be this land, all lands transcending, 

To every race, for evermore, 

Which sees my queen the throne ascending. 

As erst her birth it hailed of yore. 10 

When, 'mid Eurotas' reedy whisper. 

Forth from the shell she burst to light, 

Her mighty mother, br9thcra, sister. 

Were blinded by the dazzling sight. 

This land, her oboicest bloom that layeth 1035 

Before thee, waiting thy behest — 

Though the wide earth thy sceptre swayetb, 

Oh, love thy fatherland the bestl 

What though the sun's keen arrow coldlv playeth. 

Upon the mountain summits, jagged am! hare 1040 

Yet where the rocks the verdure overlayeth, 

The wild-goat nibbling crops its scanty fare ; 

The spring leaps forth, nnited plunge the fountains, 

And meadow, gorge, and valley, all are green, 

On broken pastures of a hundred mountains, 1045 

Spread far and wide the woolly herds are seen ; 

With measured tread, cautious, in line divided, 

By the steep edge, the horn&d cattle wend ; 

Yet for them all a shelter is providad, 

O'er many a cave the vaulted rock doth bend I 1050 
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Pan Bhielda them there, and many a. nymph appeareth. 

In moist and buehy caverns dwelling free; 
And yearning after higher spheres, upreareth 
Its leafy branches, tree close pressed to tree — 

Primeval woods 1 The giant oak there standing, 1055 
Links bough to bongh, a stabborn, tortuous, maze; 
The gentle mapie, with sweet juice expanding, 
Shoots clear aloft and with its burden plays — 

And motherly for child and lambkin stroameth, 
'Mid silent shades, warm milk prepared for them ; 1060 
Fruit close at band, the plain's ripe nurture, gleameth. 
And honey droppeth from the hoiiow stem. 

Pleasure is here a birthright ; vieing 

In gladness cheek and lip are found, 

Each in hia station is undying, 1065 

Content and blooming healtli abound. 

And thus to all his father's strength unfoldeth 

The gentle child, enrironcd by sweet day. 

Amazed we stand ; each asks, as he bcholdeth ; 

If gods they be, or men ? so fair arc they. 1070 

So when the part of hind Apollo playeth, 
Like him the fairest shepberd-youth oppears ; 
For there where Nature in clear circle swayeth, 
Harmoniously are hnked her several spheres. 

( Taking his seat besiiie Helena.) 
Thus happy Fate hath me, hath thee attended ; 1075 
Behind us henceforth let the past be thrown ! 
From God supreme, oh, feel thyself descended : 
Thou to the primal world belongest alone. 

Thee shall no firm-built fortress capture ; 

Strong in eternal youth, expands 1080 

For us a sojourn ; fraught with rapture, 

Arcadia, near to Sparta's lands. 

Alhired to this blest region, hither 

Hast fled to brightest destiny : 

Thrones change to bowers that never wither ; 1085 

Arcadian be our bliss and free ! 
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(The scene is entirely changed. Close arbors recline 
against a series of rocky caverns. A shady grove 
extends to the base of the encircling rocks. Faust 
and Helena are not seen. The Chorus lies slee]^- 
ing scattered here and there.) 

PHORKYAS. 

How long these maids have slept, in sooth, I cannot tell ; 
Or whether they have dreamed what I before mine eyes 
Saw bright and clear, to me is equally unknown. 
So wake I them. Amazed the younger folk shall bo, 
Ye too, ye bearded ones, who sit below and wait, 1091 
Hoping to see at length these miracles resolved. 
Arise ! Arise ! And shake quickly your crisped locks ! 
Shake slumber from your eyes ! Blink not, and list to 
me! 

CHORUS. 

Only speak, relate, and tell us, what of wonderful hath 
chanced ! 1095 

We more willingly shall hearken that which we cannot 
believe ; 

For we are aweary, weary, gazing on these rocks around. 

PHORKYAS. 

Children, how, already weary, though you scarce have 

rubbed your eyes ? 
Hearken then ! Withm these caverns, in these grottoes, 

in these bowers. 
Shield and shelter have been given, as to lover-twain 

idyllic, 1100 

To our lord and to our lady — 

CHORUS. 

How, within there ? 

PHORKYAS. 

Yea, secluded 
From the world ; and me, me only, they to secret service 

called. 
Highly honored stood I near them, yet, as one in trust 

beseemeth. 
Round I gazed on other objects, turning hither, turning 

thither, 
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Souglit for roots, for barks and mosaea, with their pro]>- 
ertles accjiiaiutod ; 1105 

And tliey thus remained alone. 

CHORUS. 

Thou wonldst make believe that yonder, world-wide 

spaces lie within, 
Wood and meadow, lake and brooklet ; what strange 

fabie spinnest thou ! 

PHOHKTAS. 

Yea, in sooth, ye inexperienced, there lie regions un- 
discovered: 
Hall on hall, and court on court ; in my musings these 

I track. 1110 

Suddenly a peal of laughter echoes through thecavemed 

spaces ; 
In I gaj;e, a boy is springing from the bosom of llie 

woman 
To the man, from sire to mother : the caressing and 

the fondling, 
All love's foolish playfulnesses, mirthful cry and shout 

of rapture. 
Alternating, deafen me. 1115 

Naked, without wings, a genius, like a faun, with 

nothing bestial, 
On the solid ground he spriugeth ; but the ground, with 

counter-action, 
Tip to ether sends him flying ; with the second, third 

rebounding 
Touches he the vaulted roof. 
Anxiously the mother calleth : Spring amain, and at 

thy pleasure: 1120 

But beware, think not of flying, unto thee is flight de- 
nied 
And so warns the faithful father: In tlie earth the 

force elastic 
Lies, aloft that sends thee bounding; let thy toe but 

touch the surface, 
Like the son of earth, Antaaus, straightway is thy 

strength renewed. 
And BO o'er these rocky maeaes, on from dizzy leilge 

to ledge, 1125 
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Leaps he ever, hither, thither, springing like a stricken 

baU. 
But in cleft of rugged cavern suddenly from sight he 

vanished ; 
And now lost to us he seemeth, mother waileth, sire 

consoleth. 
Anxiously I shrug my shoulders. But again, behold, 

what vision ! 
Lie there treasures hidden yonder ? Raiment broidered 

o'er with flowers 1130 

He becomingly hath donned ; 
Tassels from his arms are waving, ribbons flutter on 

his bosom, 
In his hand the lyre all-golden, wholly like a tiny 

Phoebus, 
Boldly to the edge he steppeth, to the precipice ; we 

wonder. 
And the parents, full of rapture, cast them on eacli 

other's heart ; 1135 

For around his brow what splendor ! Who can tell 

what there is shining? 
Gold-work is it, or the flaming of surpassing sjiirit- 

power ? 
Thus he moveth, with such gesture, e'en as boy himself 

announcing 
Future master of all beauty, through whose limbs, 

whose every member. 
Flow the melodies eternal : and so shall ye liearken to 

him, 1140 

And so shall ye gaze upon him, to your special wonder- 
ment. 

CHOBUS. 

This callest thou marvellous. 

Daughter of Greta ? 

Unto the bard's pregnant word 

Hast thou perchance never listened ? 1145 

Hast thou not heard of Ionia's, 

Ne'er been instructed in Hellaa' 

Legends, from ages primeval. 

Godlike, heroical treasure ? 

All, that still happeneth 1150 

Now in the present. 
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Sorrowful echo 'tis, 

Of duj'B ancestral, more noble; 

Equals not, in soolh, tby story 

That which beautiful fiction, 

Than truth more worthy of credence, 

Chanted hath of Maia's offspring 1 

This so shapely and potent, yet 
Scarcely-born delicate nursling, 
Straight have bis gossiping nurses 
Folded in purest swaddling fleece, 
Fastened in costly swathings, 
With their irrational notions. 
Potent and shapely, ne'ertbeless, 
Draws the rogue his ileicible limbs. 
Body firm yet elastic. 
Craftily forth ; the purple shell. 
Him so grievously binding. 
Leaving quietly in its place ; 
As the perfected butterfly, 
From the rigid chrysalid. 
Pinion unfolding, rapidly glides. 
Boldly and wantonly sailing tbrongh 
Sun-impregnated ether. 

So he, too, the most dexterous, 
That to robbers and scoundrels, 
Yea, and to all profit-seekers, 
He a favoring god might be, 
This he straightway made manifest, 
Using arts the most cunning. 

Swift from the ruler of ocean he 

Steals the trident, yea, e'en from Ar^a 

Steals the sword from the scabbard ; 

Arrow and bow from Pbiebus, too, 

Also his tongs from Hephatstos : 

Even Zeus', the father's, bolt. 

Him had fire not scared, he had taken. 

Eros also worsted he, 

In litnb-grappling, wrestling match ; 

Stole from Cypria as she caressed him. 

From her bosom, the girdle. 
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(An exquisite, purely melodious lyre-music resounds 
from, the cave. All become attentive, and appear 
soon to be inwardly moved; henceforth, to the 
\ pause indicated^ there is a full musical accompa- 

! niment.) 

i PHORKTAS. 

\ Hark, those notes so sweetly sounding ; 

! Cast aside your fabled lore : 

j Gods, in olden time abounding, — 

I Let them go ! their day is o'er. 1195 

I None will comprehend your singing ; 

Nobler theme the age requires : 
From the heart must flow, up-springing, 
What to touch the heart aspires. 

(/She retires behind the rock,) 

CHORUS. 

To these tones, so sweetly flowing, 1200 

Dire one ! dost incline thine ears. 
They in us, new health bestowing, 
Waken now the joy of tears. 

j Vanish may the sun's clear shining, 

• In our soul if day arise, 1205 

j In our heart we, unrepining, 

I Find what the whole world denies. 

j Helena, Faust, Euphorion in the costume indicated 
\ above. 

euphorion. 

Songs of childhood hear ye ringing. 

Your own mirth it seems ; on me 

Gazing, thus in measure springing, 1210 

Leap your parent-hearts with glee. 

HELENA. 

Love, terrestrial bliss to capture. 

Two in noble union mates; 

But to wake celestial rapture. 

He a precious three creates. 1215 

FAUST. 

All hath been achieved. Forever 
I am thine, and mine thou art. 
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Blent our bleesinga are — oli, never 
May our preseut joy depart 1 

CHOKOa. 

Many a year of purest pleaenre, 
In the mild light of their boy, 
Crowns this pair in richest measure. 
Me their union thriJis with joy 1 

EUPHO810S. 

Now let me gambol. 
Joyfully springing I 
Upward to hasten 
Through ether winging, 
This wake* my yearning, 
This prompts rae now ! 
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Gently I aon, gently ! 
Be not so daring! 
Lt;Bt ruin seize thee 
Past all repairing, 
And our own darling 
Whelm uB in woe 1 



E0PHOBION. 

y spirit 



From earth r 
StiU upward _ 
Let go my hands 
Iiet go my tresses. 
Let go my garments, 
Mine every one ! 

HELENA. 

To whom, bethink thee, 
Now thou pertainest! 
Think how it grieves uh 
When thou disdainest 
Mine, thine, and his — the 
That hath been won. 

Clio BUS. 

Soon shall, I fear me, 
The bond be undone! 
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Curb for thy parents' sake, 1250 

ToTisi-pturiii(i<r, 

Curb thy importunate 

Passionate yearning I 

Make thou the rural plain 

Tranquil and bright. 1255 

KtJPHOraON. 

But to content you 
Stay I my flight. 
( Winding among the Chorus and drawing them forth 
to dance.) 
Round this gay troop I flee 
With impulse light. 

Say is the melody, 1260 

Say is the movement right? 

HELENA. 

Yea, 'tis well done ; advance, 
Lead to the graceful dance 
These maidens coy ! 

PADST. 

Could I the end but see ! 1265 

Me this marl revelry 
Fills with annoy. 

EUPHORiON and the cHORrs. 
(^Dancing and singing, they move about in intcrweav- 
ing lines.) 
Moving thine arms eo fair 
With graceful nioiion, 

Tossing thy curling liair 1270 

In bright commotion ; 
When thou with foot so light 
Over the earth doth skim. 
Thither and back in flight 

Moving each graceful limb; 1275 

Thou hast attained thy go:U, 
Beautiful child, 
All heiirts thou hast beguiled, 
Won every soul. {Pause) 
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KITPHOKIOS. 
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Gracefully sporting, 
Light-footed roes, 
New frolic courting. 
Scorn VB repose : 
I am the hunter, 
Ye are the game. 


1280 
1285 






Us wilt thou capture, 
Urge not thy pace ; 
For it wei-e rapture 
Thee to embrace ; 
Beautiful creature. 
This our sole aim I 


1290 






EUPHOBION. 








Through trees and heather, 
Bound all together, 
O'er stock and stone ! 
Whate'er is lightly won, 
That I disdain ; 
What I by force obtain. 
Prize I alone. 


1295 






HELENA and PAUST. 








What Tagaries, sense confounding I 
Naught of measure to be hoped tor ! 
Like the blare of trumpet sounding, 
Over vale and forest ringing. 
What a riot ! What a cry! 


1300 






chokhs {entering quickli/ on 
Us he passed with glance scorn-laden ; 
Hastily still onward springing, 
Bearing now the wildest maiden 
Of our troop, he draweth nigh. 


by one). 
1306 






EUPHORiON {hearing a young 
I this wilful maid and coy 
Carry to enforced caress; 
For my pleasure, for my joy 
Her resisting bosom press, 


maiden), 
1810 




■ 
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Kiss her rebel lips, that so 

She my power and will may know. 

MAIDEN. 

Loose me ! in this frame residing, 

Burns a spirit's strength and might ; 1815 

Strong as thine, our will presiding 

Swerveth not with purpose light. 

Thinkest, on thy strength relying, 

That thou hast me in a strait ? 

Hold me, fool I thy strength defying, 1320 

For my sport, I'll scorch thee yet I 

{She flames up and flashes into the air,) 
Follow where light breezes wander, 
Follow to rude caverns yonder. 
Strive thy vanished prey to net I 

BUPHORION 

(shaking off the last flames). 
Rocks all around I see, 1325 

Thickets and woods among I 
Why should they prison me ? 
Still am I fresh and young. 
Tempests, they loudly roar. 
Billows, they lash the shore; 1880 

Both far away I hear ; 
Would I were near ! 

{He springs higher up the rock,) 

HELENA, FAUST, afld CHORUS. 

Would St thou chamois-like aspire ? 
Us thy threatened fall dismays ! 

EUPHORION. 

Higher must I climb, yet higher, 1335 

Wider still must be my gaze. 

Know I now, where I stand : 

'Midst of the sea-girt land, 

'Midst of the great Pelops' reign, 

Kin both to earth and main. 1840 

CHORUS. 

Canst not near copse and wold 
Tarry, then yonder, 
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Ripe figs and applo-gold 
Seeking, we'll wander ; 
Grapes too shall woo our hand, 
Grapes from the mantling vine. 
Ah, let this dearest land, 
Dear one, be thine ! 

EUPHOHION. 

Dream ye of peaceful day ? 
Dream on, while dream ye may t 
War! is the signal cry. 
Hark 1 cries of victory ! 




War who desircth 
While peace doth reign, 
To joy asp ire th 
Henceforth in vain. 

EUPnORlON. 

All whom this land hath bred; 
Through peril onward led, 
Free, of undaunted mood. 
Still lavish of their blood. 
With soul untaught to yield, 
Rending each chain ! 
To snch the bloody field, 
Brings glorious gain. 

CHOHUS. 

High he soars, — mark, upward gazing, - 
And to us not Bmall doth sfcui: 
Victor-like, iu harness blazing. 
As of Bteel and brass the gleam ! 

ECPH ORION, 

Not on moat or wall relying. 
On himself let each one rest! 
Firmest stronghold, all dcfj-ing, 
Ever is man's iron breast ! 

Dwell for aye iinconqtiered would ye? 
Arm, by no vain dreams beguiled ! 
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Amazons your women should be, 1375 

And a hero every child ! 

CHORUS. 

O hallowed Poesie, 

Heavenward still soareth she I 

Shine on, thou brightest star, 

Farther and still more far I 1380 

Yet us she still doth cheer, 

Ever her voice to hear. 

Joyful we are. 

EUPHORION". 

Child no more ; a stripling bearing 

Arms appears, with valor fraught, 1385 

Leagued with the strong, the free, the daring, 

In soul already who hath wrought. 

Hence, away ! 

No delay ! 

There where glory may be sought. 1390 

HELENA and FAUST. 

Scarcely summoned to life's gladness, 

Scarcely given to day's bright gleam, 

Downward now to pain and sadness 

Would St thou rush, from heights supreme ! 

Are then we 1395 

Naught to thee ? 

Is our gracious bond a dream ? 

EUPHORION. 

Hark ! What thunders seaward rattle, 

Echoing from vale to vale ! 

'Mid dust and foam, in shock of battle, 1400 

Throng on throng, to grief and bale I 

And the command 

Is, firm to stand ; 

Death to face, nor ever quail. 

HELENA, FAUST, and CHORUS. 

Oh, what horror ? Hast thou told it I 1405 
Ig then death for thee decreed ? 



r 
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EUPHOEION. 

From afar sliall I behold it? 

No I I'll share the care and need I 

HELENA, FAUST, and caoa(TB> 
Rashness to peril brings, 
And deadly fate I lilO 

KUPnOBIOIT. 

Yet — aee a pair of winga 

Unfoldeth straight! 

Thither — I must, I must — 

Grudge uot my flight ! 
{^Secagtakimaelf into the air ; his garments support kim 
/or a moment; his head ^m£s, a trail of light 
jbllows him.) 

CHORUB. 

Icarus! Icariial 1415 

Oh, woeful sight! 
(■id beantifid yovth faRs at the parentii' feet, we imagine 
t/iat in the dead tee recognize a foeU-knoion form ; 
yet suddenly the corporeal part vanishes / the 
aureole rises like a comet to heaven ; dress, maTUile, 
and Igre remain lying on the ground.) 

HELENA and PAUST. 

Follows on joy new-born 
Anguiahful moan ! 

B (from the depths). 



Leave me in realms forlorn, 
Mother, uot all alone ! 



CHORUS {dirge). 
Not alone — for hope we cherish, 
Where thou bidest thee to know ! ■ 
Ah, from daylight though thou perish, 
Ne'er a heart will let thee go! 
Stiarce we venture to bewail thee, 
Envying we sing thy fate : 
Did sunshine cheer, or storm assail thee, 
Bong and heart were fair and great. 
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Earthly fortune was thy dower, 

Lofty lineage, ample might, 1430 

Ah, too early lost, thy flower 

Withered by untimely blight ! 

Glance was thine the world discerning. 

Sympathy with every wrong. 

Woman's love for thee still yearning, 1435 

And thine own enchanting song. 

Yet the beaten path forsaking. 

Thou didst run into the snare : 

So with law and usage breaking. 

On thy wilful course didst fare ; 1440 

Yet at last high thought has given 

To thy noble courage, weight. 

For the loftiest thou hast striven — 

It to win was not thy fate. 

Who does win it ? TJnreplying, 1445 

Destiny the question hears. 
When the bleeding people lying. 
Dumb with grief, no cry uprears! — 
Now new songs chant forth, in sorrow 
Deeply bowed lament no more ; 1450 

Them the earth brings forth, to-morrow. 
As she brought them forth of yore ! 

{JFvU pause. The music ceases^ 

HELENA {to Faust). 

An ancient word, alas, approves itself in me : 
That joy and beauty ne'er enduringly are linked! 
Rent is the bond of life, with it the bond of love ; 1465 
Lamenting both, I say a sorrowful farewell. 
And throw myself once Aore, once only, in thine 

arms. — 
Persephoneia, take the boy, take also me ! 

{She embraces Faust, her corporeal part vanishes^ her 
garment and veil remain in his arms,) 

PHORKYAS. 

Hold fast what doth of all alone remain to thee, 
The garment, loose it not ! Already hale 1460 

The demons at its skirts, and it would fain 
Drag to the nether regions. Hold it fasti 
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The GodiSess is it not, wliom thon hast lost, 

Yet godlike 'tis. Avail tliee of llie high 

Inestimable gift, and upward soar; 

Thee o'er all common things 'twill swiftly bear 

Through ether, long aa there tliou canst abide. 

We meet again, far, far away from here. 

Hklkna's garments eligsolve into clouds, tfiey envelop 

Faust, rai»e him aloft, and pass teith him from 

the scetie.) 

PHOKKTAS 

(fakes EupnoitiiN's drees, mantle, and lyre from the 
earth, steps into the proscenium ; holding vp the 
spoils, she says). 
A happy find hath me bestead. 
The flame in sooth is vanish&d, 1470 

Yet for the world no grief I know : 
Enough remaineth bards to conseerate. 
Envy to scatter in their guild and hate ; 
And am I jKJwerless genius to bestow. 
Its vesture I can lend, at any rate. 1475 

(She aits down in the proscenium at the foot of a 
pillar.) 

PENTHALIS, 

Now hasten, girls ! At length we are from magic free. 
From the soul-swaying spefl of the Thessalian hag ; 
Free also from the blare confused of jangling tones. 
The ear perplexing, and Btill worse the inner sense. 
Away to Hades! Thither hath in haste the queen, 14S0 
With earnest step, descended. Now, ye faithful maids, 
Bo ye, without delay, follow upon her track. 
Her at the throne we find of the Inscrutable. 

CHOEtTB. 

Royal ladies, certes, everywhere are content ; 

E'en in Hadea jilaces take they supreme, 1485 

Proud to be with their peers allied, 

With Persephone in friendship knit; 

We, mennwliiie, far off in meadows 

Deep of asphodel abiding, 

With far-reaching poplars, 1490 
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And unfruitful willows conjoined, 
What amusement or joy have we ! 
Flitting batlike to twitter — . 
Whispering, undelightsome, and ghostlike ! 

LEADER of the CHORUS. 

Who hath no name achieved, nor at the noble aims, 

Belongs but to the elements ; so hence, begone I 1496 

My vehement desire is with my queen to be ; 

Not merit 'tis alone, fidelity as well. 

Secure in yonder spheres, the individual life. (Mcit.} 

ALL. 

Back are we given now to the daylight ; 1600 

Certes, persons no more. 

That feel we, that know we ; 

Nathless return we never to Hades I 

Nature, eternally living, 

Claims in us spirits, 1605 

We in her, a title undoubted. 

A portion of the chorus. 

We, amid the wavy-trembling of these thousand rust- 
ling branches. 

Gently lure with dalliance charming from the root the 
vital currents, 

Up into the boughs; with foliage, soon with lavish 
wealth of blossoms. 

We adorn our tresses, floating in the breeze for airy 
growth. 1510 

Falls the fruit, forthwith assemble life-enjoying folk 
and cattle. 

For the grasping, for the tasting, swiftly coming, on- 
ward pressing. 

And, as 'fore the gods primeval, so all bend around us 
here. 

ANOTHER PORTION. 

Where these rocky walls are imaged in the smooth, far- 
gleaming mirror. 

Moving in the gentle wavelets, soothingly we onward 
•glide, 1515 
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Listen, hearken, to all music : birdie's singing, reedy-J 

fluting, 
Is it Pan's loud voice tremendous — voice responeivf 

straight repiies : 
Whisper is it? — we loo whisper; thunders it?— 

roll our thunder 
In o'erwhelming repercussion, threefold, tenfold, echo-i 

ing back. 

A TIIIED POETIOK. 

Sisters, we, of spirit mobile, hasten with the brookleta 

onwards; 1520 

For yon liiU-slopes, richly mantled, charm us rising far 

Ever downwards, ever deeper, in meandering course we J 
water I 

Now the meadows, then the pastures, then the garden 1 
round the house ; 

There, across the landscape, slender cypress shafts o 
banks o'erpeering, 

Telling of our crystal mirror, upwards into ether soar. 

A FOURTH POHTIOIT. 

Roam ye others, at your pleasure; we will circle, we 
will rustle 1526 

Round the slopes so richly planted, on its prop where 
sprouts the vine. 

By the vintager's emotion, we throughout the live-long 
day, 

See what doubtful issue waiteth on his busy loving care : 

Now with hoe, and now with mattock, earth up-heap- 
ing, pruning, binding, 1530 

Prayeth he to all celestials, chiefly to the Sun-God prays. 

Bacchus frets himself, the weakling, little for his faith- 
ful vassal, 

Rests in arbors, leans in grottoes, toying with the young- 
est faun ; 

For his visions what he lacketh, dreaming half-inebriate, 

Stored in skins, in jars and vessels, ready for his use 
he finds, 1535 

Right and left in cool recesses treasured for eternal 
time. 
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But at length have the Celestials, hath now Helios 'fore 

them all, 
Breathing, moistening, warming, glowing, filled the 

berries' teeming horn : 
Where the vintager in silence labored, there is sudden 

life, 
Busy stir in every alley, rustles round from vine to 

vine; 1540 

Baskets creak, and pitchers clatter, and the loaded 

vine-troughs groan. 
All towards the mighty wine-press, to the presser's 
" sturdy dance ; 

And so is the sacred fullness of the purely-nurtured 
berries 

Rudely trodden; foaming, seething, now it mingles, 
foully squashed ; 

And now splits the ear the cymbal, with the beajier's 
brazen tones, 1545 

For himself hath Dionysos from his mysteries revealed ; 

Comes he with goat-footed satyrs, reeling nymphs goat- 
footed, too. 

And meanwhile unruly brayeth shrill Silenus' long- 
eared beast — 

Naught is spared ; all law and order cloven hoofs are 
treading down — 

All the senses whirl distracted, hideously the ear is 
stunned ; 1550 

Drunkards for their cups are groping, over-full are head 
and paunch ; 
J Careful one is, there another, yet the tumult waxes 
I loud : 

I Since the newer must to garner, they the old skins 
quickly drain. 

{The curtain fa0.s, Phorkyas, in the proscenium^ 
rises to a gigantic height^ descends from the 
cothurni^ lays aside mask and veil^ and reveals 
herself as Mephistopheles, in order^ so far as it 
may he necessary^ to comment itpon the piece by 
way of epilogue.) 
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ACT THE FOURTH. 
High Mountain. 



^ 
4 



Strong jagged rocky summit. A cloud approaches, 
leans against the rock,' and sinks doion upon a 
prqjecting leeel. It divides. 

FAUST {steps forth). 
On deepest solitndea down-dazing, far below mj feet. 
Full thoughtfully I tread thia lofty mountnin ridge. 
My cloudy ear forsaking, me which softly bare. 
Through days of sunshine, hither over land and eea. 
Slowly it melts from me, not scattered suddenly; 5 
Towards the East the mass strives in its rolling march. 
In admiration lost, the eye strives after it ; 
Movinf? it now divides, wavoiike, and full of change; 
Yet will it shape itself — mine eye deceives me not, 
On sun-illumined pillows, gloriously reclines, 10 

Of giant size, indeed, a godlike female form; 
I see it, like to Jnno, Leda, Helena; 
In majesty and love before mine eye it floats ! 
Ah, now it scatters ; formless, broad, n]>towering, 
Rests in the East, and there, like ice-hills far away, 15 
Mirroi-s of fleeting life the deep Rigiiifieance. 
Yet round me hovers 8_till, a mist- wreath, tender, light, 
Surronnding breast and brow, cheering, caressing, cool. 
Lightly it rises now, still lingering, higli and liiglier, — 
Together draws. Doth me a rajituring form delude, 20 
As youth's first fondly prized, long-yeara'd for, highest 

good? 
Well up the earliest treasures of my deepest heart : 
To me Aurora's love, so light of wing, it shows. 
The swift-experienced glance, the first, scarce under- 
stood, 
"Which, long and firmly held, each treasure over- 
shone ! 25 
Like beauty of the soul I'ises the gracious form, 
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Dissolveth not, but upward into ether floats, 
And with it, of my being draws the best away. 
(A seven-league boot tramps down^ another immedi- 
ately follows, Mephistopheles descends. The 
boots stride onward in haste,) 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

That's forward striding, I must own ! 

But tell me, what dost thou intend, 30 

That 'mid such horrors dost descend, 

Such wilderness of yawning stone ? 

Though not precisely here, I know it well ; 

This was, in sooth, the very floor of HelL 

FAUST. 

Of foolish legends never fails thy store ; 35 

Such to give forth dost thou begin once more ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES (sertously). 

When God the Lord — the reason well I know, — 

Us from the air had banned to depths profound. 

There, whete of fire eterne the central glow 

With lurid flames still circles round and round. 40 

By the too brilliant light, we found that we 

O ercrowded were, and placed unpleasantly. 

Forthwith to cough the devils all were fain ; 

] From top to bottom straight they spat amain ; 

I With sulphur-stench and acids thus inflated. ^ 45 

Hell, with foul gas, so hugely was dilated, 
Tliat earth's smooth surface, by the fiery blast, 
Thick as it was, cracking must burst at last. 
That all things are reversed we now discern ; 

j What bottom was, is summit in its turn ; 50 

] Also in this the proper lore they base, 

i; To give the undermost the highest place ; 

r^ For .from the hot and slavish cave we fare 

j Into the lordship of the boundless air ; 

J An open secret, long time well c6ncealed, 55 

5 And to the folk only of late revealed. 
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FAUST. 

To me are mountain-masses grandly dumb ; 
I question neither whence nor why they come. 
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Herself when Nature in herself had founded, 
This globe of earth aho tiien hath purely rounded, 
Took both in summit and in gorge delight, 
Piled rock on rock, and mountain-height on height; 
The hilis she fashioned next with gentle force, 
And to the valleys sloped their downward course : 
Then growth and vonlure came, and for her joy 
She needs no mad convulsive freak employ. 

MKPHISTO PHKLB a. 

Ay! 80 you say, Hun-elear to you it lies; 
But who was (iresent tliere, knows otherwise. 
I was at hand when, seething still helow. 
Swelled the abyss, belching a flery tide, 
When Moloch's hammer rocks, with thunderous blow 
"Welding, the fragments scattered far and wide. 
'Neath massive foreign blocks still groans the land- 
Such hnrling-might say who can comjirehend? 
This your philosopher can't understand ; ' 

There lies the rock, must lie, and there's an end; 
But to our shame doth ail our thinking tend. 
Your genuine common foik alone conceive. 
And naught disturbs them in their creed ; 
Long since their wisdom ripened : they believe 
A marvel 'tia, Satan receives his meed ; 
On crutch of faith my pilgrim hobbles on 
To Dlevii's bridges, to the Devil's stone. 



Noteworthy 'tis. Nature, as now I do, ' 

To study from the Devil's point of view. 

MEPHISTOPIIELES. 

Bo Nature what she may, what do I care ! 

My honor's touched : the Devil, aooth, waa there I 

We are the folk, the mighty to attain ; 

Convulsion, madness, force. 'Tis written plain I — 

But now, at last, to make my meanhig clear, 90^ 

Did nothing please thee in our upper sphere? 

In boundless space the world thon haat surveyed, 

Its kingdoms and their glory, all displayed. 
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And yet, insatiate as thou art, 

To thee did they no joy impart? 96 

FAUST. 

A project vast allured me on ; 
Divine it ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

That I'll do anon. 
i Some capital I'd choose ; therein a store 

Of burgher-feeding rubbish at its core ; 
j With crooked alleys, gabled peaks, 100 

Markets confined, kale, turnips, leeks, 

Afid shambles where blue flies repair. 

On well-fed joints to batten — there, 
j At any moment shalt thou find 

1 Stench and activity combined ; 105 

] Wide squares, with spacious streets between, 
\ Which arrogate a lordly mien ; 
j And lastly, boundless to the eye, 
j Beyond the gate the suburbs lie. 
j Of coaches, too, the eternal roar, 110 

1 Still rattling, behind, before, 

2 Would charm me, and the ceaseless flow 
j Of ant-swarms, running to and fro ; 

And let me walk, or let me ride. 

Their central point I should abide, 115 

By thousands honored and admired. 



FAUST. 



Such things I slightly estimate. 

That men, it js to be desired. 

Should multiply, should live at ease. 

Be taught, developed if you please ; — 120 

More rebels thus you educate. 



j MEPHISTOPHELES. 

\ Then, in grand style, with conscious power, Fd rear 

^ A pleasure-castle, some fair pleasance near : 

* Hill, valley, meadow, forest, glade, 

[ Into a splendid garden made, 125 
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With velvet lawns and verdurous walla, 

Straight paths, art-guided shadows, waterfalls, 

From rock to rock constrained to wind. 

And water-jeta o£ every kind ; 

Majeatie soaring there while at the sides. 

With whiz and gush, threadlike the stream divides. 

Then for the loveliest women I'd prepare 

A tiny lodge, cosy and quiet ; there 

The countless hours, according to my mood, 

I'd spend in that sweet, social solitude — 

Women, I say : since, once for all, 

I in the plural tliiuk upon the Fair. 

FAUST. 

Modern and base Sardanapal! 

MSnitSTOPHBLEB. 

Might one bnt guess thy purpose? High, 
llonbtless, and grandly bold ! Since thou 
By so much nearer to the moon didst fly, 
Aptly thy choice might thither tend, I trow t 

PAUST. 

Not BO. TJpon this globe of ours 
For grand achievement still there's apace; 
Something astounding shall take place; 
For daring toil I feel new powers. 

MEPHISTOPRELE8. 

Fame also to achieve ihou'rt fiiin ? 

That thou hast been with heroines is plain. 



Dominion and estate by me are sought. 
The deed is everything, the fame is naught I 



MEl'lIlSTOPHELES. 



Tet poets shall arise, thy fame 
To after ages to proclaim, 
Through folly, folly to inflame. 
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That 18 beyond thy scope, I ween ; 
How knowest thou what man desires? 
Adverse thy nature, bitter, keen, 
How kiiowetJi it what man requires ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Be tbj' win done, since yield T must. 

Me with the circuit of thy whims entrust. 



Mine eye was fixed npon the ojien sea : 160 

Aloft it towered, upheaving ; then once more 

Witlidrew, and shook its waves esultingly, 

To storm the wide expanse of level shore — 

That angei'ed me, since arrogance of mood. 

In the free soul, that values every right, 165 

Through the impetuous passion of the blood. 

Harsh feeling genders, in its own despite. 

1 deemed it ciiance; more keenly eyed the main: 

The billow paused, and then rolled back again, 

And from its proudly conquered goal withdrew ; 170 

The hour returns, the sport it doth renew — 

MEPHISTOPHELES {(uf upectotores). 
For me there's nothing novel here, I own ; 
This for some hundred thousand years I've known. 

FAUST {conthmes passtonateh/). 
On through a thousand cbannelti it doth press, 
Barren itself, and causing barrenness; 176 

It waxes, swells, it rolls and spreads its reign 
Over the waste and desolate domain. 
There, power-inspired, wave upon wave sweeps on, 
Triumphs awhile, retreats — and naught is done: 
It to despair might-drive me to survey 180 

Of lawless elements the aimless sway I 
To Boar above itself then dared my soul; 
Here would I strive, this force would I control! 

And it is possible. Howe'er the tide 

May rise, it fawneth round eaeh hillock's side; 185 
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However proudly it may domineer, 
Each puny lieiglit its crest doth 'gaiust it rear, 
Each puny deep it furcefuJly allures. 
So Bwiftiy plan on plan ray mind matures: 
This gloi-iouB pleasure for thyself attain ; 
Back from the shore to bar the imperious mtun, 
Narrow the limits of the watery deep, 
Constrain it far into itself to sweep 1 
My purpose step by step I might lay bare : 
That is my wish, to aid it boldly dare 1 
{Drums and marticU music behind the »pectatora,jTO» 
the distance, on the right hand.) 



How easy 'tis! — Hear'st thou the drums afar? 

FAUST. 

What, war again 1 — The prudent likes not war. 



In peace or war the prudent doth obtain 

From every circumstance his proper gaiu. 

We watch, we mark each favoring motuent ; now, 200 

The occasion smiletb — Faustus, seize it thou ! 

FArST. 

Me, I entreat, this riddling nonsense spare. 

And short and good, speak out; — thyself declare. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

On my way hither I became aware 

That the good emperor is vexed with care ; 205 

Thou knowest him. The while we him amused, 

And with the show of riches bim abused, 

Then the whole world to him was cheap, since he 

While young attained to regal dignity ; 

This false resolve did then beguite his leisure, 210 

That possible it is and right 

Together these two interests to unite. 

At once to govern, and to take one's pleasure. 

FAUST. 

A grievous error! He who wonld command, 

His highest bliss must in commanding find. 215 
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With lofty will his bosom must expand, 

Yet what he willeth may not be divined ; 

To trusty. ear he whispers his intent, 

'Tis realized, — all feel astonishment : 

So holds he still the most exalted place, 220 

The worthiest. Enjoyment doth debase I 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Such is he not ; on pleasure he was bent I 

Meanwhile the realm by anarchy was rent. 

Where high and low were ranged against each other. 

And brother still pursued and slaughtered brother, 225 

Castle 'gainst castle, town 'gainst town had feud, 

Guild against noble, too ; in conflict rude. 

Chapter and flock against^their bishop rose; 

Who on each other gazed, were foes ; 

Within the churches death and murder reign, 230 

Merchant and traveller at the gates were slain ; 

All waxed in daring, nor to small extent ; 

To live was self-defence. — So matters went. 

FAUST. 

They went, they limped, they fell, again they rose. 
Were overturned, rolled headlong — such the close. 235 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And such condition no one dared to blame. 

Authority each could and each would claim ; 

The smallest even proudly reared his crest. 

At length too mad it grew e'en for the best. 

The able, they forthwith arose with might, 240 

And said: Who gives us peace is lord, by right; 

The Emperor cannot, will not ! — Let us choose 

Another, in the realm who shall infuse 

Fresh life, and safety unto each assign. 

Who in a world its vigor that renews, 245 

Together peace and justice shall combine 1 

FAUST. 

That sounds like priestcraft. 
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MEPHIBTOPnEl.ES. 

Piifsts, in Booth, were there ; 
The well-fecl paunch, that was their primal care ; 
They imjilicated were above tlie rest. 
The tumult Bwelled, the priests the tumult blest; 250 
Our Emperor, whom we beguiled, perchance 
To his last battle hither doth advance. 

FAUST. 

I pity him — bo frank, bo kind of heart. 

ME PHI STOP HE LES. 

Let us look on. There's hoiie ere life flepart. 

Him from this narrow vale let us deliver! 255 

If rescued now, he rescued is forever. 

How yet the die may fall, who may divine 1 

Vassals he'll have, if Fortune on him shine. 

( TAei/ ascend the middle range of kills and sttrvej/ 
the disposition of the army in the valley. Drums 
and military muaic resound fiom below.) 

MBPIIIBTOPHELES. 

Well chosen the position is, I see ; 

We'll join them, perfect then the victory. 260 

PAUST. 

What there may we expect? Deceit! 
llluaive sorcery ! A hollow cheat I 

HEPHISTOPBELEB. 

Cunning to win w.ar's lofty game! 

Be constant to thy mighty aim. 

The while thy goal dost beiir in sight; 265 

Secure we to the Emperor throne and land, 

Then kneel, from him receiving as thy right, 

The fief of the unbounded strand. 

FAUST. 

Already mnch for me hast done; 

By thee be now a battle won ! 270 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

No, do thou win it; forthwith here 
As general-in-chie£ appear. 
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FAUST. 

To my true honor it would tend, 

There to command where naught I comprehend ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The general's staff, let that provide, -275 

So the field-marshal's safe whate'er betide. 

War's want of council to its source I've traced ; 

War's council I forthwith have based 

On mountain's and on man's primeval force : 

Blest who together draws their joint resource. 280 

FAUST. 

What yonder bearing arms appears? 
Hast thou aroused the mountameers? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

No, but like Master Peter Squenze, 
Of the whole mass the quintessence. 

( The three mighty ones enter,) 
My fellows now are drawing near ! 285 

Divers the clothes, the arms, they wear, 
Of different ages they appear ; 
With them not badly shalt thou fare. 

(ad spectatores.) 
There's not a child but loves to see 
Harness and arms of warlike knight ; 290 

And, allegoric as the rascals be. 
They, for that reason, give the more delight. 

BULLY 

{young^ lightly armed^ in' motley attire). 
If one but looks into my eyes, 
Straight let his jaws my clenched fist beware, 
And if a coward from me flies, 295 

Forthwith I seize him by the hair ! 

HAVEQUICK 

{manly ^ well armedy in rich attire). 
Such brawls are foolish, are invidious. 
They forfeit what the occasion brings ; 
In taking only be assiduous ; 
Hereafter look to other things. 800 
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HOLDFAST 



{in years, strongly armed, without Qtlire), 
Wot Tnuch by sucb a course ia wod ; 
Through great possessious soon we run. 
Borne by the Btreani of life away. 
I'o take is good, 'tis better fast to hold ; 
Be still by the gray carle controlled, 805 

And none from thee takes aught away. 

( TAey descend the mountain together.) 

On the Headland. 

Drums and martial music from hdow. '. 

tent is pitched. Esipeeob, Geneeal-in-Cbief, A^ 

TESDAHTB. 

GENERAL-IS-CKIBF. 

Still duly weighed appears our course, 
Back to this vale at hand that lies, 
To lead when somewhat pressed our force ; 
Our choice of ground, I trust, is wise. 

KMPEEOR. 

How it sncceeds must soon be known. 

Me this half flight, this yielding, grieves, I own. 

GENERAI^IN-CHIEP. 

On our right flank, my prince, now cast your eyes I 
Such ground doth war's ideal realize : 
Not steep the hills, nor yet too easy to ascend, 315 
The enpmy ensnaring, while they ours befriend; 
We, on the wavelike plain, are half concealed — 
No cavalry durst venture on such field. 

EMPEEOE. 

Savo to commend nanght now remains for me; 
Here strength and courage can well tested be. 

GENEEAL-IN-CHIEF. 

There, where the middle plain allures the sight, 
Behold the phalanx, eager for the fight ; 
In the bright sunshine, elided by its rays. 
The lances glitter through the morning haze. 
How darkly waves the mighty square below I 
For bold eniprize its thousands all aglow. 
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The mass' strength thou thus canst comprehend ; 
To them I trust, the foemen's strength to rend. 

EMPEROR. 

So fair a sight ne'er have I seen before : 

Such host is worth its number, twice told q]|er. 380 

GENERAL-IN-CHIEF. 

Of our left flank naught have I to relate. 
Holding the stubborn cliffs, stout heroes wait ; 
Ablaze with arms, the rocky height ascends, 
Which the close entrance to the pass defends. 
Here, where the bloody onslaught none expect, 335 
The hostile foi:ce will, I foresee, be wrecked. 

EMPEROR. 

There march my lying kinsfolk, still who claimed, 
As me they uncle, cousin, brother, named, 
More and more license ; till the sceptre's strength, 
Its honor from the throne, they stole at length ; 340 
The empire, through their feuds, distracted lies. 
Now, leagued as rebels, they against me rise ! 
The many waver, swayed from side to side ; 
Then headlong rush, borne onward by the tide. 

GENERAL-IN-CHIEF. 

A trusty man, abroad for tidings sent, 345 

Hastes down the rocks ; oh, happy be the event. 

FIRST SPY. 

Fair success on us hath waited ; 

Through our bold and crafty art, 

Here and there we penetrated ; 

Little good can we impart : 360 

Many pure allegiance proffered ; 

But for their inaction they. 

In excuse, these pretexts offered. 

Public danger, civil fray — 

EMPEROR. 

Self-seekers, caring for themselves alone, 355 

To duty, honor, gratitude, are blind I 

If full your measure, you ne'er call to mind. 

Your neighbor's house-fire may consome your own. 
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The second comes, descending heavily 
Tremble his liiubs, a weary man is he. 

SECOND SPY. 

First with pleasure we detected 
The wild tumult's eiTiug coarse. 
Un delaying, unexpected, 
A new emperor leads his force ; 
And with his behests complying, 
O'er the plain the concourse si 
This false banner, proudly flying. 
They all follow now — like sheep 1 



eep. 



As gain a rival emperor I hail ; 

That I am emperor, now first I feel I 370 

But as a soldier did I don the mail ; 

For higher purpose now I'm clad in steel. 

At every festival, how bright soe'er, 

Though naught was wanting — danger failed me there. 

When to the ring-sport at your call I went ; 375 

My heart beat high, I breathed the tournament ; 

From war had ve not held me back, my name 

For deeds heroic had been known to fame ! 

What self-reliance in my breast did reign, 

When I stood mirrored in the fire-domain ; 380 

The nithlcsa element pressed on elate, 

'Twas but a show, and yet the show was great. 

Fame, victory, my troubled dreams displayed — 

I'll now achieve, what basely I delaj-ed ! 

(Ileralda are dispatcJied to challenge the rival 
Smperor.) 
Faust t'ji armor, letth half-closed visor. The three 
mighty ones, armed and clothed, as above. 

PATTST. 

We come, we hope vmcenenred — foresight here 385 

May yet avail, though needless it appear. 

Thoughtful, thou knowest, and wise the mountain-race, 

Of rock and nature thev the secrets trace ; 

Spirits, who long liave left the level ground, 

Are to their rocky heights more firmly bound: 390 



r 
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Through labyrinthine clefts they labor, where 
Rich fumes metallic fill the gaseous air ; 
Untired they separate, combine and test ; 
The hidden to make known is their sole quest ; 
With the light touch of sjnrit-might, they rear 395 
Transparent figures, then in crystal clear 
And its eternal silence, mirrored true, 
The doings of the upper world they view. 

EMPEROR. 

This I have heard, and think that it may be ; 

But, honest man, say : what is this to me : • 400 

FAUST. 

The Norcian sorcerer, the Sabine, he 

True honorable servant is to thee ; 

What ghastly fate appalled him, on the pyre ! 

Crackled the brushwood, rose the tongues of fire ; 

Dry fagots all around up-piled were seen, 405 

Mingled with pitch, with brimstone bars between, 

Man s, god's, or devil's aid had been in vain — 

Your majesty then burst the fiery chain ! 

'Twas there, in Rome. Deeply to thee he's bound. 

And o'er thy path keeps watch with care profound ; 

Himself forgetting, from that moment he 411 

Questions the stars, questions the depths for thee. 

He bade us, at the swiftest, hither post. 

To succor thee. Great powers the mountains boast : 

There Nature works, omnipotently free — 415 

The priest's dull mind blames it as sorcery. 

EMPEROR. 

On festal day when guest on guest we greet, 

Joyful themselves, who joyance come to meet, 

Well pleased we see them enter, each and all, 

And, man by man, contract the spacious hall ; 420 

Yet highest welcome is the brave man's dower, 

Who, as ally to aid us, comes with power, 

When morning breaks, which doubtful issues wait, 

While over it are poised the scales of Fate. 

Nathless withhold awhile thy stalwart hand, 425 

In this high moment, from the willing brand I 
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Honor the hour, when many thousands wend 

To battle, for or 'gainst me to contend ! 

Man's self is man! Who would be throned and 

erowned. 
Of the liigh honor must be worthy found, 430 

Now may this phantom, thnt against its stands, 
Tins seif-styletl emperor, ruler of our lands. 
The army's duke, lord of our feudal train, 
By my own hand, be thrust to death's domain 1 

FACST. 

Whate'er the need to end the glorious fight, 435 

To peril thine own head cannot be right. 

Is not the helm with crest and plumage decked ? 

The head, our zeal which fires, it doth protect. 

Without the head what could the members do? 

Let that but sleep, forthirith all slumber, too ; 440 

If it be injured, all are straight unsound. 

And all revive, if it with health be crowned. 

Promptly the arm its own strong right doth wield. 

And to protect the skull uplifts the shield ; 

Its proper duty well the sword doth know, 446 

Parries with strength, and then returns the blow; 

The active foot shares in the common sveal, 

And on the slain foo's neck doth plant the heel. 

EMPEROR. 

Such is mine anger : him I thus would treat, 
Make his proud head a footstool for my feet '. 450 

HERALDS (reluming). 

Little profit, little credit, 

From our challenge did we gain ; 

Noble 'twas, yet while we read it, 

Us they flouted with disdain : 

" Spent your Emperor's power," — they say, 455 

"Like echo in yon nnri-ow vale; 

Would we think of him to-day ; — 

Once there was : — so runs the tale." 

FAOST. 

What hath occurred doth with their wish accord. 
Who tirni and true for thee would draw the sword. 460 
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The foe approach ; thy troops impatient stand ; 
The moment favors ; straight the charge command ! 

EMPEROR. 

To the command all claim I now resign. 

( To the General-in-Chief.) 
To execute that duty, prince, be thine ! 

GENERAL-IN-CHIEP. 

March then our right wing onward to the fipldl 465 
The foemen's left, who even now ascend, 
Ere they complete their final step, shall yield 
To their tried valor who the slope defend I 

FAUST. 

Permission grant that this blithe l\ero be 

Enrolled among thy ranks, immediately, 470 

That with thy ranks incorporate, he may 

Have for his powerful nature ample play. 

{He points to the right,) 

BULLY {at^a forward). 

His face to me who shows doth not escape. 

Till both his jaws I've smashed with sudden bang ; 

His back to me who turns, I strike his nape, — 475 

Dangling adown his back, neck, head, and top-knot hang I 

And if, with sword and club, thy men 

Will strike, as on I rage before, 

Man over man down-smitten, then 

The foe shall welter in their gore I {Exit.) 480 

GENERAL-IN-CHIEF. 

Now let the centre phalanx follow slow, 
And in full force with caution meet the foe ! 
Distressed, they yield already on the right. 
Their plan, by our attack, is shattered quite. 

FAUST 

{pointing to the middle one). 
Let this one also thy command obey. 485 

HAVEQuicK {steps forward). 
Unto the host's heroic pride. 
Shall thirst for booty be allied ; 
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Upon tliia goal lie all intent ; 

The rivnt emptrnr's sumptuons tent. 

Not long upon Ills throne he'll boast indeed! 490 

Myself to buttle will this plialun.v leiid. 

SPEED-BOOTY (a Bntler woman) 

{faioning upon him'). 
Althongh his M-Jte I may not be, 
A aweetiieart dear is be to me. 
For us what harvest now is ripe I 
Woman is fierce wlien she cloth gripe, 495 

Is ruthless when she robs; press on, 
All is allowed — when we have won. {Exeunt.) 

GENE n A HN-cnmp. 
Upon our left, na was to be expected, 
With fiiriona charge, their right ia now directed. 
The defile's rocky path they hojie to gain ; 500 

To thwart their purpose luau for mati must strain. 

FArsT {beckons to the hft). 
Sire, I entreat you, loot also on this one; 
If strength be stronger made, no barm ia done. 

HOLDFAST {steps foneard). 
For the left wing dismiss all care 1 505 

For where I am, ^afe is jKissession there ; 
Herein doth age approve itself, we're told ; 
No lightning rendeth what I hold 1 {Exit.) 

UEPUISTOPnELES, 

{coming doienjrom above). 
Now to the hackgi-onnd turn your gaze; 
Forth from tlie jagged and rocky ways, 
See how the armed wan-iors pour, 610 

The narrow patlis to straiten more, 
With helm, shield, harness, sword and spear, 
A wall lliey're forming in our rear, 
Waitiug the sign to strike the blow. 

{Aside to the knowing ones.) 
Prom whence they come, nsk not to know. 615 

Ho time I lost ; where I appeared, 
SThe armor-halls around were cleared. 
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Footmen and horsemen, stood they there, 

As if yet lords of earth they were ; 

Knight, emperor, king, they were of yore, 620 

Now they are empty snail-shells, nothing more,— 

Full many a ghost, thus armed for strife, 

The middle ages have brought back to life ; 

What devilkin therein may lurk, 

!For this time it may do its work. 525 

{Aloud.) 
Hark, in their anger, how they clatter, 
And, like tin-plates, each other batter ; 
Torn banners, too, flapping aloft one sees, 
That wait impatiently to catch the breeze. 
Reflect, an ancient race stands ready there, 530 

And in this modem combat fain would share. 
( Terrible floxcrish of trumpets from above ; perceptible 
wavering' in the hostile army,) 

FAUST. 

Now dark the whole horizon shows, 

Yet here and there presageful glows 

A ruddy and portentous ray ; 

The weapons gleam, distained with blood ; 535 

The atmosphere, the rock, the wood. 

The heavens, mingle in the fray, 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Firmly the right flank holds its ground ; 

Among them towering there I see 

Stout Hans, the nimble giant, he 540 

His wonted strokes now deals around. 

I 

EMPEROR. 

First on one lifted arm I gazed, 

A dozen now I see upraised : 

Not Nature's laws are working here ! 

FAUST. 

Of mist- wreaths hast not heard, above 545 

The coast of Sicily that rove ? 
There hovering in daylight clear, 
Uplifted in the middle air. 
Mirrored in exhalations rare, 
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A ■wondrous show the vision takes. 
There cities waver to iind fro, 
There ganlena rise, now liigh, now iow, 
As form on form througli etiier breaks. 

EMPEROB. 

It looks suspicious ! For I lliere 
See all the lofty sjtear-tops glare ; 
And through our phalanx, on each lance 
I see a nimble flamelet dance : 
Too spectral seems to me the sight ! 



Pardon, ray lord ! The traces they 

Of spirit-njitures passed away, 

A reflex of the mighty Pair, 

By whom were sadors wont to swear: 

Here they collect their final might. 



To whom are we beholden, say, 

That NatTii-e, for our weiii to-day, 565 

Her rarest powers should here unite? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

To whom save him, that master high. 

Thy fate who bears within his breast? 

The strong threat of thine enemy 

His soul hath stirred to deep unrest. 570 

His gratitude will see thee saved, 

Though death in the attempt be braved. 

ESiPEItOE. 

They cheered, with pomp around my march they 

pressed ; 
I now was something: That I fain would test, 
So, without thought, it pleased me, then and there, 575 
To grant to that white beard the cooling air. 
Thus of the clergy I the spoi-t have crossed. 
And have, in sooth, thereby their favor lost ; 
Now shall I, when so many years are passed, 
Of that glad deed the fruitage reap at last? 
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FAUST. 

Rich interest bears the generous deed. 
Now heavenward be thy glance directed : 
An omen he will send ; give heed ! 
Straight it appears — as I expected. 

EMPEROR. 

An eagle hovers in the heavenly height ; 585 

A griffin, with wild^ threats, attends his flight. 

FAUST. 

Give heed ! Auspicious seems the sign. 

Your griffin is of fabled line ; 

How, self-forgetting, can he dare 

Himself with genuine eagle to compare ! 590 

EMPEROR. 

Forthwith, in widespread circles wending, 
Around they wheel ; now, through the sky, 
Impetuous, they together fly. 
Each other's throat and plumage rending. 

FAUST. 

Mark how the s6rrjr griffin, torn 595 

And ruffled sore, his flight now steereth. 
With drooping lion-tail, forlorn. 
And 'mid the tree-tops disappeareth. 

EMPEROR. 

So be it, e'en as these portend ! 

With wonder filled, I wait the end. 600 

MEPHisTOPHELEs (totoards the right). 

Pressed by our onslaught, oft-repeated. 

Our foes must yield, well nigh defeated, 

Yet, waging still a dubious fight. 

Onward they press toward their right, 

And thus embarrass in the fray 606 

The left flank of their chief array. 

Our phalanx its firm point doth bring. 

Like lightning 'gainst their dexter wing, 

The foe, where weakest, they engage. 

Now, as when storm-vexed billows rage, 610 
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Wildly contend, with equal might, 
Both armies in the double fight. 
More glorious deed was never done, 
Oura is the field, the victory's won ! 



(on the left aide, to Faust). 
Saspicioiis yonder it doth seem ; 615 

Onr station hazardous I deem, 
Ko stones they hui-1 against the foe. 
Scaled are the lower rocks, and lol 
Deserted those above appear; 

The foe, — in solid mass, draw near; 620 

With might and main still pressing on, 
Perchance the passage they have won : 
Of skill unholy such the end ! 
Vour arts to futile issues tend! {Pause.) 



Hither, my ravens twain are ivin^inn;! G25 

For us what message are they bringing? 
We are, I fear, in evil plight. 

ElIPEKOE. 

WTiat want these birds, mischance portending? 

They come their swarthy sails e.xtending. 

Straight from the hot and rocky fight. 630 

MF.pmsTOPHELES {to the ravens). 
Close to mine ears now take your post. 
Whom you protect, ia never lost ; 
For shrewd your counsel is and right. 

FAUST {to the EsrTBBOB). 
Of pigeons thou hast heard, returning 
Homeward, for nest and fledglings yearning, 635 

Steering their flight from far off lands. 
But here a difference obtalneth : 
Pigeons suffice while peace still reigneth, 
But war the raven-post demands. 

MBPHISTOrilEI-BS. 

The message tells of sore distresses. 
See yonder how the tumult presses 
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Our heroes' rocky wall around ! 

The nearest heights are now ascended, 

"Win they the pass by ours defended, 

In sorry plight we should be found. 645 

EMPEROR. 

So I deluded am at last ! 

Around me you have drawn your net ; 

I've shuddered, since it held me fast ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Take courage! Naught is lost as yet; 

Patience unties the hardest knot! 650 

Still sharpest is the final stand. 

My trusty messengers I've got ; 

Command me, that I may command. 

GENERAL-IN-CHIEP 

{who meanwhile has arrived). 
With these thou hast thyself allied, 
I long have grieved to see them at thy side ; 655 

No stable good doth conjuring earn. 
To change the battle now I can't pretend ; 
They have begun it, they may end ! 
My staff I unto thee return. 

EMPEROR. 

It for some better hou^ retain, 660 

Which Fate for us may have in store. 
This fellow and his ravens twain. 
His horrid comrades, I abhor ! 

(7b Mephistopheles.) 

The staff I can't on thee bestow. 

Thou seemest not the proper man ; 665 

Command, and save us from the foe ! 

Then ha]ipen may what ha])pen can. 

(^Exit into the tent with the General-in-Chiep.) 

mephistopheles. 

Him may the stupid staff defend ! 

To us small profit would it lend ; 

There was a kind of cross thereon. 670 
— ——f 
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What is to do f 

BIEPHI9T0PHELKB. 

Why, all is done ! 
Now haste, my cousins, swart and fleet, 
To the great mountain lake; the Undines greet. 
And for a seeming flood, entreat them fair ! 
The actual they indeed, through female art, 675 

Hard to conceive, from semblance know to part ; 
That it the actual is, then each will awear. {Pause.) 

FAUST. 

The water-maidens mast our raven-pair 
Rightly have flattered and witli cunning rare : 
Yonder it drops already ; see, 680 

From many a bare rock's barren side. 
Gushes the full, swift-flowing tide — 
'Tia over with their victory. 

MKPHISTOPHELEa. 

Strange greeting give the rushing streams — 
Perplexed the boldest climber seems. 685 



Already downward brook to brook is sweeping. 
Doubled from many a gorge again they're leaping ; 
A stately water-arch one stream doth throw ; 
Now o'er the rock's broad level smoothly gliding. 
Anon, with flash and roar, again dividing, 690 

It plunges step-wise to the vale below. 
To stem the flood what boots tbeir brave endeavor? 
Them from the mighty flood may none deliver. 
Before tlie tumult wild myself must quail ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Nothing I see of all these watery lies ; 695 

They bring illusion but to human eyes ; 
With joy the wondrous change I hall. 
Headlong the masses pour, a shining throng; 
The fools imagine they will soon be drowned, 
And while they anort upon the solid ground, 
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Like swimmers laughably they move along. 
Now rei^s confusion all around. ( The ravens return^ 
To the high master you I will commend. 
Yourselves, would ye as masters prove — attend ; 
Straight to the glowing smithy fare, 705 

To the dwarf-folk, who tireless there 
Strike sparks from metal and from stone — 
With them, while chattering, desire 
A shining, dazzling, bursting fire. 
As to man's highest fancy shown. 710 

True, lightning-flashes gleaming from afar, 
And, swift as vision, fall of loftiest star. 
May happen every summer night ; 
But flashes amid tangled bushes found. 
And stars that hiss upon the humid ground — 715 
These are, in sooth, no common sight : 
So must ye, without much annoy. 
Entreaties first, and then commands, employ. 
{Exeunt the ravens. All happens as prescribed.) 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Thick darkness o'er the foe is spreading ! 

They in uncertainty are treading ! 720 

Deluding flashes everywhere ; 

Then blindness, from the sudden glare ! — 

All that has wondrously succeeded ; 

But now some terror-sound is needed. 

FAUST. 

The hollow weapons from the armories, 725 

Feel themselves stronger in the open breeze ; 
They rattle there above, and clatter on — 
A wonderful discordant tone. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Quite right. They can be reined no more ; 

As in the gracious times of yore, 730 

The sound of knightly blows is rife ; 

Armlets and leg-protecting gear. 

As Guelfs and Ghibel lines appear, 

Swift to renew the eternal strife : 

Firm in transmitted hate, they close, 785 
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At lust, in every devil's fete 
Most potently works pai-ty-hate. 
Till the last horror doses all; 
Discordant sounds of rout and panic, 
Between whiles, piercing, shrill, Satanic, 
Through the wide valley rise aud fall. 
( War tumult in the Orc/tesCra, paaaiiif/ at last i. 
cheerful militart} music.) 

The rival Emperor' a tent. Throne, rich surrounding) 
Have QUICK, Speed-booty. 

SPEED-BOOTY. 

So here the firet we are, I see ! 

II AVE QUICK. 

No raven flies so fast as we, 

SPEED-BOOTY. 

What t re a sn re-heaps lie here and there; 
Where to begin? To finish, where? 

HAVEQUICK. 

So full the space, I'm hard to please : 
I know not what I first should seize 1 

SPEED-BOOTT. 

This carpet is the thing for me, 
My bed is apt too bard to be. 

HAVEQUirK. 

Here a ateel-club is hanging;, sach, 
Long, as mine own, I've wished to clutch. 

SPEED-BOOTY. 

The mantle red, with golden scatna — 

I've seen its fellow in my dreams. 755 

niVEQUiCK (taking the loeapon). 
With this full soon the work is done : 
One strikes bim dead, and pa'ises on. 
Much bast thou parked, yet, for thy pains, 
Kothing of wortQ thy sack contains: 
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This plunder in its place may rest, 760 

One among many, take this chest ! 
The host's appointed pay they hold ; 
Within its belly is pure gold. 

SPEED-BOOTY. 

A murderous weight is this ! I may 

Nor lift, nor carry it away. 765 

HAVEQUICK. 

Duck quickly ! Thou must bend ! I'll pack 
The booty on thy stalwart back. 

SPEED-BOOTY. 

Alack ! alack ! 'Tis all in vain ! 

The load will break my back in twain. 

(The chest falls^ and springs open,) 

HAVEQUICK. 

There lies of ruddy gold a heap ; 770 

Be quick, the prize away to sweep ! 

SPEED-BOOTY (StOOpS doWn), 

Now fling it in my lap with speed ! 
There's plenty to supply our need. 

HAVEQUICK. ^ 

Now there's enough ! Away then pack ! 

{She rises.) 
The apron has a hole, alack ! 775 

Where thou dost stand, and where dost go, 
The treasure lavishly dost sow. 

HALBERDIERS (of OUr EmPEBOR). 

Sacred this place! What do ye here? 
Why pillage thus the Emperor's gear? 

HAVEQUICK. 

Cheaply we sold our limbs, I trow ! 780 

Our share of spoil we gather now, 
In hostile tents, the victors' due ; 
And we — why we are soldiers, too. 

HALBERDIERS. 

It suits not in our ranks to be 

Soldier at once and thief, for he 785 
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To serve our Emperor who would claim, 
Must bear an honest soldier's name 1 



Such honesty we know, by you 
'Tis Contribution styled ! Ye, too, 
Upon the Belf-same footing live : 
The password of your trade is — Give! 

{ To Speed-Booty.J 
Off with thy prey, riglit speedily ! 
For here no welcome guests are we. 

FIKST HALnEEDIEK. 

Say, wherefore didst thou not bestow 
Upon the rascal's check a blow ? 

SECOND. 

I know not ; me my strength forsook ; 
So phantom-like to me their look ! 



Something there came to mar my sight. 
It glimmered — I saw naught aright, 

FOnETH. 

In sooth, I know not what to say. 800 

So hot it was the live-long day! 

Fearful, oppressive, close as well ; 

"While one man stood, another fell; 

We groped, still striking at the foe; 

Opponents fell at every blow — 

Floated before our eyes a mist ; 

Then in our ear it buzzed, hummed, hissed 

So on it went — now are we here; 

The manner of it is not clear ! 

Enter the Eupebor, with four Peinces. 

( The IlALBERniEBa retire.) 

EMPEEOR. 

Be with him as it may, the day is ours. Sore-battered, 
Over the level pl.iin the foe in flight are scattered. 811 
Here stands the vacant throne; with tai)estry hung 

round, 
The traitor's treaaaro, too, narrows the tented ground. 
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By our own guards defended, we wait with exultation, 
And with imperial pomp, the envoys of each nation. 815 
Here from all sides arrive glad tidings hour by hour : 
The realm is pacified, and gladly owns our power. 
Though in our fight perchance some magic arts were 

wrought, 
Yet at the last, ourselves — we, only we, have fought. 
To combatants, in sooth, chance still may work for 

! good — 

i From Heaven falls a stone, on foemen it rains blood ; 82 1 

[ Strange sounds of wondrous power from rocky caves 

j may flow, 

I Which lift our courage high, and strike with fear the foe. 
Object of lasting scorn, prostrate the vanquished lies. 
While to the favoring God the victor's praises rise ; 825 
All blend with him, nor need that he should give the 

word — 
"We praise Thee, Lord our God ! " from million throats 

is heard. 
Yet as the highest praise, my own breast Fll explore, 
Searching with pious glance, which rarely happed before. 
A young and joyous prince, of time may waste the 
dower : 830 

Him years will teach, at last, the importance of the hour. 
Hence to ally myself with you, most worthy four, 
For house, and court, and realm, will I delay no more. 

( To the First.) 
Thine was, O Prince, the wise arrangement of the host. 
And in the crisis thou heroic skill couldst boast ; 835 
Therefore work thou as may with times of peace accord. 
Arch-Marshal name I thee ; to thee I give the sword. 

ARCII-MARSHAL. 

Thy host, within the realm till now employed alone. 
Shall on the border guard thy person and thy throne. 
Then be it ours, when crowds make glad on festive day 
Thy large ancestral hall, thy banquet to array. 841 
I'll hold it at th^side, or bear it thee before. 
Of highest majesty the escort evermore. 

EMPEROR {to the Second). 

With valor who, like thee, doth courtesy unite, 
Arch-Chamberlain shall be. The duties are not light. 
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Of all the hoiise-retainera chief art thou; them I find 81G 
But sorry servants still, to household strife inclitifd : 
In honor held, may they, from thy example, see 
How they to ]irince, to court, to all, may gracious be : 



The master's lofty tliought to further, bringeth grnc**: 
Ever to aid the good, nor injure e'en llie base ; 851 
Frank, without guile to be, and calm without ilisguiso. 
That thou ehouldst know me. Sire, this boon alone I 

prize. 
Dare fancy to that feast press on with pinions bold — 
Thou goest to the board, I reach the ewer of gold, S55 
Thy rmgs I take, that while joy reigneth and delight. 
Thy hand may be refreslied, while gladdens me thy 

light 

EMPEKOE. 

Too earnest feel I now to think of joyous fest ; 
Yet be it BO — a glad commencement still is best ! 

( To the Third.) 
Arch-Steward thee I choose. Therefore henceforth to 

thee 860 

The chase, the poultry-yard, the farm shall sabject be. 
Choiee of my favorite dishes still for me jirepare. 
As them the month brings round, and dressed with 

proper eare, 

ABCn-STEWAED. 

Strict fasting be for me the duty that I boast, 

Until before thee jilaced the dish to please tliee most: 

The kitchen-service shall with me co-operate, 866 

The far to bring anear, seasons to ante-date, 

Tliee charm not viands rare, wherewith thy board is 

(n"aced ; 
Simple and racy food, thereto inclines thy taste. 
EMPEKor. {to the Fodrth). 
Since festivals perforce alone engage us now, 870 

To Cupbearer transformed, young he^, straightbe thou ! 
Arch-Cupbearer, henceforth the duty shall be thine 
To sec our cellars stored richly with {reneroua wine. 
Be temperate thyself; be not misled through mirth, 
Howe'er allurements tempt, to which thehoor gives 

birth ! 875 
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ABCH-CUPBEABEB. 

Tour highness, youth itself, if trust therein be shown. 
Stands, ere one looks around, to man's full stature 

grown. 
Myself I, too, transport to that great festive day : 
The imperial sideboard then right nobly I'll array ; 
Of gold and silver there»shall splendid vessels shine. 
Yet first the loveliest cup will I select as thine — 881 
A clear Venetian glass, wherein joy lurking waits : 
The flavor it improves, yet ne'er inebriates. 
In such a wondrous cup, too, great our trust may be : 
Thy moderation, sire, still more protecteth thee. 885 

EMPEROR. 

What, in this solemn hour, I have conferred on you, 
Receive with confidence, from valid lips and true ; 
Great is the Emperor's word, and every gift makes 

sure, 
For confirmation yet there needs his signature. 
This duty to prepare, and royal writ thereto, 890 

The fitting man appears, at the fit moment, too. 

( The Archbishop and Arch- Chancellor enter,) 

If to the keystone trusts its weight the vaulted arch, 
Securely built it then defies time's onward march. 
Thou see'st four princes here. E'en now we have 

decided 894 

How governance shall be for house and court provided. 
What the wiiole realm concerns, be that with weight 

and power. 
To you, ye princes five, entrusted from this hour. 
In landed wealth ye shall all others far excel; 
Hence, with their heritage who from our standard fell, 
The bounds of your possessions I forthwith expand ; 
Ye faithful ones, be yours full many a goodly land, 901 
Also the lofty right, should time the occasion send. 
Through purchase, chance, exchange, their limits to 

extend ; 
To practise undisturbed, this is secured to you. 
What sovereign rights soe'er, as landlords, are your 

due ; 905 
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Ah judges, be it yours to speak the final docm 
From your high stations none will to appenl presnme. ' 
Then tribute, tax, and tithe, safe-conduct, toll, and fee, 
Mine-aalt, and coinage-dues, your property sliali be. 
That thus my gratitude may validly be shown, 910 
In rank I you have raised next tbe Imperial tlirone. 

ABCBBISnOP, 

In name of all be given our depest thanks to thee ! 
Us makest thou strong and firm, — thy power shall 
strengthened be. 

EJIPEEOR, 

Yet higher dignities I to you five will givo. 

Still live I for my realm, and still rejoice to live ; 915 

Nathless of my gi-eat sires the chain withdraws my gaze. 

From keen endeavor back, the coming doom to face: 

I also, in IRs time, must bid my friends adieu ; 

The emperor to name shall then belong to you. 

On the high altar raised, crown ye bis sacred brow,* 9"20 

And peacefully shall end, what stormful was e'en now! 

AKCH-CH A NTE LT.OR. 

With pride in their deep breasts, with lowly gestures, 

stand 
Princes, before thee bowed, the foremost of the land. 
So long as in our veins the faithful ciirrent plays, ll"i4 
Tbe body we, which still thy lightest impulse sways! 

EMPEROB. 

And, to conclude, what we to-day have done, made sure, 
Shall be henceforth for aye, by writ and signature; 
Ye hold, indeed, as loi-ds, possession, full and free, 
Yet on these terms — that it pailitioned ne'er shall be. 
And howsoe'er increased, what ye from us receive 930 
Ye to your eldest son s hail undivided leave. 



For our weal and the i-ealin's, to parchment will I 

straight. 
With joyful mind, confide a statute of such weight; 
The Chancery shall seal and document procure. 
Then shall confirm it. Sire, thy sacred signature ! 935 
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EMPEROR. 

And so I you dismiss, that on this glorious day, 
In solemn conclave met, deliberate ye may. 
( The temporal lords retire. The Archbishop remains^ 
and speaks i?i a pathetic tone,) 

archbishop. 
The chancellor is gone ; the bishop doth remain, 
His father's heart for thee trembles with anxious pain : 
I Him a deep warning soul impels thine ear to seek. 9-40 

\ EMPEROR. 

What in this joyous hour is thy misgiving? SpeaK ! 

ARCHBISHOP. 

With what a bitter pang find I, in such an hour, 
j Thy consecrated head in league with Satan's power ! 
j Confirmed upon thy throne, as it appeareth, — true ; 

I But in despite of God, and Father Pontiff, too ! 945 
t Hearing of this, forthwith, will he pronounce thy doom ; 

i With sacred fire thy realm, accursed, will he consume ; 

; For he forgets not how, the day when thou wast 
\ crowned, 

\ E'en at that hour supreme, the sorcerer hast unbound ; 
\ To Christendom's foul shame, on that accursed head, 
f From out thy diadem, mercy's first beam was shed. 951 
I Now smite upon thy breast, and from thy guilty prey 
j Back to our holy church some little share repay. 

I The broad hill-space whereon thy tent did lately stand, 
i Where, thee to aid, themselves did evil spirits band, 955 

1 There, where the Pi-ince of Lies did late tliine ears abuse, 

:_ Taught piously, that spot devote to pious use, — 
j With mountains and thick wood, so far as they extend, 

I With verdant slopes which yield rich pasture, without 
end; 959 

Clear lakes, alive with fish, unnumbered brooks that 
flow. 

With swift and snakelike course, down to the vale 
below ; 

Then the broad vale itself, with meadow, hollow, plain, — 

Let thy repentance speak, and mercy tliou'lt obtain ! 

EMPEROR. 

For this, my grievous fault, terror so fills my mind, 964 
By thine own measure be the bounds by thee assigned. 
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ARCHBISHOP. 

First ehnll the spiice clefiied, by sin so desecrntefl, 
To servico of the Highest straight be conseernled I 
Swift, to the spirit-eye, the mnssive walls aspire. 
The morning Bim's first beam already gilds tlie choii' ; 
Crosswise tlie structure grows, the nave, in length and 
height 970 

Expanding, straightway fills believers with delight. 
Through tbe wide portal now, thoy throng with ardent 

While over hill and vale resonnda the bells' first peal — 
From lofty towera thoy ring, which heavenward strive 

The penitent draws near, there to be horn again. 975 
On consecration day — that day soon may we see ! — 
The highest ornament should tlien thy presence be. 

EMPEROR. 

And be ray pious wish, tlirougli work so great made 

known, 
The Loi'd our God to praise, and for my sin atone ! 
Enough ! Already raised my spirit now I feel. 980 



EirPEHOR. 

A deed which to the church shall all these rights 

secure — 
Bring it, I will with joy affix ray signature. 

iRCHBISHOP 

(takes leaae, hut turns back again at the door). 
Thon, as the work j)roceed9, to it must dedicate 
The land's collective dues — tribute, and tithe, and 
, rate— 985 

Forever. Ample wealth tor duo su]iport wc need, 
And careful govemanco still heavy costs doth breed. 
For swift erection, too, on s]>ot so waste, some guld, 
From thy rich plunder, thou from us wilt not withhold. 
Moreover, we shall want — this I cannot disguise — 990 
Timber, and lime, and slate, and such far-off supplies; 
Taught fronf the pulpit, these the willing people bears ; 
The church stiil blesses him, who for her service cares. 
(jEhat.) 
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EMPEROR. 

Heavy and sore the sin whose burden I bewail ! 994 
These odious sorcerers have wrought rae grievous bale ! 




1 


ARCHBISHOP 





y 



(returning once more with profound obeisance). 
Pardon, O Sire, thou hast to that unworthy man 
The realm's seashore conveyed; yet him shall smite 

the ban, 
Unless with tithe and dues, with rent and taxes, thou, 
Repentant, also there our holy church endow. 

EMPEROR {with iUrhumor), 
The land is not yet there ; broad in the sea it lies. 1000 

ARCHBISHOP. 

For him the time will come who potent is and wise. 
For us still may your word in its full powers remain. 

{Exit,) 
EMPEROR {alone). 

So may I sign away the realm o'er which I reign 1 



ACT THE FIFTH. 
Open country. 

WANDERER. 

Yes, 'tis they, their branches rearing. 
Hoary lindens, strong in age ; — 
There I find them, reappearing. 
After my long pilgrimage ! 
\ 'Tis the very spot ; — how gladly 5 

Yonder hut once more I see. 
By the billows raging madly. 
Cast ashore, which sheltered me ! 
My old hosts, I fain would greet them. 
Helpful they, an honest pair ; 10 

May I hope to-day to meet them ? 
Even then they aged were. 
Worthy folk, in God believing ! 
Shall I knock? or raise my voice? 



108 THE TRAGEDY OF FAUST. [Part H. 

Hail to you if, guest receiving, 15 

In good deeds yn still rejoice I 

BAUCIS (ffl very aged Koman). 
' Stranger dear, beware of breaking 
My dear huHband'a sweet repose ! 
Strength for brief and feeble waking 
Lcngtiiened sleep on age bestows, 20 

WAJJDEREK. 

Mother, say then, do I find thee, 

To receive my thanks once more. 

In my youth who didst so kindly, 

With thy spouse, my life restore? 

Baucis, to my lips half-dying, 25 

Art thou, who refreshment gave? 

{ TTie husband st«ps forth.) 
Thou Pliilemon, strength who plying. 
Snatched my treasure from the wave? 
By your flames, so promptly kindled, 
By your bell's clear silver sound — 30 

That adventure, horror-mingled, 
Hath a happy issue found. 
Forward let me step, and gazing 
Forth upon the boundless main. 
Kneel, and thankful prayers upraising, 
Ease of my full heart the strain ! 

{He walks forward upon the doumt.) 

pini.EMON (lo Baucis). 
Haste to spread the table, under 
The green leafage of our trees. 
Let hira run, struck dumb with wonder. 
Scarce he'll credit what he sees. 41 

(He follows the wanderer. Standing beside him.) 
Where the billows did maltreat you. 
Wave on wave in fury rolled, 
There a garden now doth greet you, 
Fair as Paradise of old. 

Grown more aged, as when stronger, 41 

I could render aid no more ; 
And, as waned my strength, no longer 
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Rolled the sea u])on the shore : 

Prudent lords, bold serfs directing, 

It with trench and dyke restrained ; 60 

Ocean's rights no more respecting. 

Lords they were, where he had reigned. 

See, green meadows far extending ; — 

Garden, village, woodland, plain, 
i But return we, homeward wending, 65 

For the sun begins to wane. 

In the distance sails are gliding, 

Nightly they to port repair ; 

Bird-like, in their nests confiding, 
j For a haven waits them there. 60 

Far away mine eye discerneth 

First the blue fringe of the main ; 

Right and left, where'er it turneth. 

Spreads the thickly-peopled plain. 



I 



In the Garden, The three at table. 

BAUCIS {to the stranger). 

Art thou dumb ? No morsel raising 65 

To thy famished lips ? 



i 
i 
I 

; 

PHILEMON. 

I trow, 
He of wonders so amazing 
Fain would hear ; inform him thou. j: 

BAUCIS. \ 



There was wrought a wonder truly, t 

Yet no rest it leaves to me ; 70 i 

Naught in tlie affair was duly : 

Done, as honest things should be 1 ! 
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PHILEMON. 

Who as sinful can pronounce it? 
Twas the Emperor gave the shore ; — 
Did the trumpet not announce it 75 

As the herald pftssed our door? 
Footing firm they first have planted 
Near these downs. Tents, huts, appeared ; 
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O'er the ^een, the eye, enrlianted, 






Saw ere long a. palace reared. 


80 


^^1 


BADOIS. 




^^^ 


Shovel, axe, no labor sparing, 




^^B 


Vainly plied the men by day; 




^H 


Where the fires at night shone flaring:. 






Stood a dam, in morning's ray. 




^^^p 


Still from human victinia bleeding. 
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■ 


Wailing sounds were nightly borrif ; 






Seaward sped the flames, receding ; 






A canal appeared at morn I 






Godless is he, naught respecting; 






Covets he our grove, our cot; 
Though our neighbor, ns subjecting, 


00 








Him to serve will be our lot. 






Tet he bids, our claims adjusting. 
Homestead fair in bis new land. 

BAUCIS. 






Earth, from water saved, mistrusting. 
On thine own height take thy stand. 


95 




PHILEMON. 






Let us, to the chapel wending. 


Watch the sun's last rays subside; 






Let us ring, and prayerful bending. 






In our fathers' God confide! 


100 




I>a!ace. 






Spacious ornamental garden ; broad, straight 


canal. 




Faust, in extreme old age, walking about meditating. | | 




LTNCKUS, THE WAKDEB 


1 




(throvf/h a Speaking trumpet). | J 




The sun sinks down, the ships belated 


I 




Rejoicing to the haven steer. 


1 




A stately galley, deeply freighted. 


I 




On the canal, now draweth near; 


1 




Her chequered flajj the breeze caresses, 
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The masts unbending bear the sails : 


J 
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Thee now the grateful seaman blesses, 
Thee at this moment Fortune hails. 

( 27ie bell ri7igs on the downs.) 

FAUST {starting). 

Accursed bell ! Its clamor sending, 

Like spiteful sliot it wounds mine ear ! 110 

Before me lies my realm unending ; 

Vexation dogs me in the rear ; 

For I, these envious chimes still hearing. 

Must at my narrow bounds repine ; 

The linden grove, brown hut thence peering, 115 

The mouldering church, these are not mine. 

Refreshment seek I, there repairing? 

Another's shadow chills my heart, 

A thorn, nor foot nor vision sparing, — 

O far from hence could I depart ! 120 

WARDER {as above). 

How, wafted by the evening gales. 
Blithely the pamted galley sails ; 
On its swift course, how richly stored ! 
Chest, coffer, sack, are heaped aboard. 

A splendid gaUey^ richly and brilliantly laden with the 
produce qf foreign climes. 

Mephistopheles. The three mighty comrades. 

CHORUS. 

Here <^ we land, 125 

Here are we now. 
Hail to our lord; 
Our patron, thou ! 

{They disembark. The goods are brought ashore). 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

So have we proved our worth — content 

If we our patron's praises earn : 130 

With but two sliips abroad we went, 

With twenty we to port return. 

By our rich lading all may see 

The great successes we have wrought. 

Free ocean makes the spirit free : 135 
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There claims compunction ne'er a thought! 
A rapid grip tlicrc needs algne ■ 
A fish, a ship, on both ive seize. 
Of three if we the lordsliip own, 
Straightway we hook a fourth with ease, 
Tlien is tliu fifth in sorry plight — 
Who hath the power, has still the right; 
The What is asked for, not the How. 
Else know I not the seaman's art: 
War, commerce, piracy, I tiow, 
A trinity, we may not part. 

THE THEEE MIOHTT COURADS8. 

No thank and hail; 
No hail and thank! 
Aa were our cargo 
Vile and rank ! 
Disgust upon 
His face one sees : 
Tjio kingly wealth 
Doth him displease! 

lUEPIlISTOrilELES. 

Expect, y<> now 
Noiiirther pay; 
For ye your share 
Have taken away. 

THE THKEE MIGHTS COURADES. 

To pass the time. 
As was but fair; 
Wo all expect 
An equal share. 

MEPIIIRTOPnELES. 

First range in order, 
Hall on hall, 
These wilrcs so costly. 
One and all! 
And when he steps 
The prize to view. 
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And reckons all 
i With judgment true, 170 

( He'll be no niggard ; 

I As is meet, 

Feast after feast 

He'll give the fleet. 

The gay birds come with morning tide ; 175 

Myself for them can best provide, 

( The cargo is removed.) 



MEPHISTOPHELES (tO FaUST). 

With gloomy look, with earnest brow 

Thy fortune high receivest thou. 

Thy lofty wisdom has been crowned ; 

Their limits shore and sea have found ; 180 

Forth from the shore, in swift career, 

O'er the glad waves, thy vessels steer ; 

Speak only of thy pride of place, 

Thine arm the whole world doth embrace. 

'Here it began ; on this spot stood 185 

The first rude cabin formed of wood ; 

A little ditch was sunk of yore 

Where plashes now the busy oar. 

Thy lofty thought, thy people's hand, 

Have won the prize from sea and land. 190 

From here, too 

FAUST. 

That accursed here ! 
It weighs upon me ! Lend thine ear ; — 
To thine experience I must tell. 
With thrust on thrust, what wounds my heart ; 

To bear it is impossible 195 

Nor can I, without shame, impart : 

The old folk there above must yield ; 

Would that my seat those lindens were ; 

Those few trees not mine own, that field, 

Possession of the world impair. 200 

There I, wide view o'er all to take. 

From bough to bough would scaffolds raise 

Would, for the prospect, vistas make, 

On all that I have done to gaze ; 
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To pee at once before me brought 


206 




The master-work of hnnian thought, 






Where wiadoiii liatli achieved the plan, 






And won broad dwelling place for man. — 






Thus are wo tortured ; — in our weal. 






That which we lack, we sorely feel ! 
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The chime, the scent of lindcn-bioom, 






Surround me like a vaulted tomb. 






The will that nothing could withstand, 






la broken here ujion the sand : 






ITow from the vexing tliought be safe? 


215 




The bell is pealing, and I chafe ! 






MErniSTOPHELES. 






Such spiteful chance, 'tia natural. 






Must tby existence fill with gall. 






Who doubts it ! To each ooble ear, 






Tliis clanging odious must appear; 


220 




This cursed ding-dong, booming loud, 
The cheerful evening-sky doth sliroud, 
With each event of 'life it blends, 










From birth to burial it attends. 






Until tliia mortal life doth seem, 


225 




Twixt ding and dong, a vanished dream 1 






FAUST. 






Hesistance, stubborn selfisIinesB, 






Can trouble lordliest success. 






Till, in deep augiy jiain one must 






Grow tired at last of being first! 


230 




UEPCIST0I-HE1.ES. 






Why let thyself be troubled here? 




Is colonizuig not thy sphere ? 






FAUST. 






Then go, to move them he thy care I 
Thou knowest well the homestead fair, 










I've chosen for the aged pair — 


235 




MEPinSTOPUELES. 


1 




We'll bear them off, and on new ground 
Set them, ere one can look around. 
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The violence outlived and past, 
Shall a fair home atone at last. 

{He whistles shriUy,) 

The Three enter, 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Come ! straight fulfil the lord's behest ; 240 

The fleet to-morrow he will feast. 

THE THREE. 

The old lord us did ill requite ; 
A sumptuous feast is ours by right. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

What happed of old, here happens, too : 
Still Naboth's vineyard meets the view. 245 

(1 Kings xvi.) 

2>cep night. 

LTNCEirs THE WAEu>ER (on thewatchrtower singing). 

Keen vision my birth-dower, 

I'm placed on this height, 

Still sworn to the watch-tower, 

The world's my delight, 

I gaze on the distant, 250 

I look on the near, 

On moon and on planet. 

On wood and the deer : 

The beauty eternal 

In all things I see ; 255 

And pleased with myself 

All bring pleasure to me. 

Glad eyes, look around ye 

And gaze, for whate'er 

The sight they encounter, 260 

It still hath been fair ! 

(Pause.) 

Not alone for pleasure-taking 

Am I planted thus on high ; 

What dire vision, horror-waking. 

From yon dark world scares mine eye I 265 

Fiery sparkles see I gleaming 
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Through the linr!enB' twofold niglit , 
By tlie breezes fanned, their beaming 
Gloweth now with fiereest light ! 
All I the peaceful hut is burning; 
Stood its mosB-growc walls for years , 
They for speedy help are yearning — 
And no rescue, none appears ! 
AJi ! the aged folk, so kindly. 
Once BO careful of the fire, 
Now to smoke a prey, they blindly 
Perish, oh, misfortune dire I 
'Mid red flames, the vision dazing, 
Stands tlie mosS'hut, black and bare ; 
From the hell, so fiercely blazing, 280 

Could we save the honest pair I 
IM Lig)ituing-like the fire advances, 

|H 'Mid the foliage, 'mid the branches ; 

W^ Withered boughs, — they flicker, burmng, 

n Swiftly glow, then fall ; — ah me ! 285 

t^t Must mine eyes, this woe discerning, 

IH Must they so far-sighted be ! 

II Down the lowly cbapel crashes 

IH 'Neath the branches' fall and weight; 

wM Winding now, the pointed flashes 290 

wM To the summit climb elate. 

B| Roots and trunks the flames have blighted ; 

IH Hollow, purple-red, they glow ! 
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{Long pause. Song.) 
Gone, what once the eye delighted. 
With the ages long ago ! 
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FAUST {on the balcony towards tke downs). 
From above what plaintive whimper ? 
Word and tone are here too late ! 
W^Is my warder ; me, iu spirit 
Grieves this deed precipitate 1 
Though in ruin unexpected 800 

Charred now lie the lindens old, 
Soon a height will be erected, 
Whence the boundless to behold. 



r 



Act v.] the tragedy OF FAUST. 417 

I the home shall see, enfolding 

In its walls, that ancient pair, 305 

Who, my gracious care beholding, 

Shall their lives end joyful there. 

MEPHISTOPHELES and THE THREE (below). 

Hither we come full speed. We crave 

iTour pardon ! Things have not gone right ! 

Full many a knock and kick we gave, 310 

They opened not, in our despite ; 

Then rattled we and kicked the more, 

And prostrate lay the rotten door ; 

We called aloud with threat severe, 

Yet, sooth, we found no listening ear. . 315 

And as in such case still befalls. 

They heard not, would not hear our calls ; 

Forthwith thy mandate we obeyed, 

And straight for thee a clearance made. 

The pair — their sufferings were light, 320 

Fainting they sank, and died of fright. 

A stranger, harbored there, made show 

Of force, full soon was he laid low ; 

In the brief space of this wild fray, 

From coals, that strewn around us lay, 325 

The straw caught fire ; 'tis blazing free, 

As funeral death- pyre for the three. 



j FAUST. 

; To my commandments deaf were ye ! 

I Exchange I wished, not robbery. 

I For this your wild and ruthless part ; — 330 

( I curse it ! Share it and depart ! 

I CHORUS. 

The ancient saw still rings to-day : 
Force with a willing mind obey ; 
If boldly thou canst stand the test, 
\ Stake house, court, life, and all the rest I 335 

(Mceynt) 

FAUST. 

The stars their glance and radiance veil ; 
Smoulders the sinking fire, a gale 



418 THE TBAGEDT OF FAUST. 

Fans it with moiature-la<Jen wings, 
Vapor to me and smoke it brings. 
Rash mandate ! — rashly, too, obeyed ! — 
What hither sweeps like spectral shade ? 

Midnight. 
Four gray women enter. 

FIRST. 

My name, it ia Want. 



My name, it is Care. 

FOtJKTn. 

Need, that is my name. 
THKEE (together). 
The door is faat-bolted, we cannot get in ; 
The owner is wealthy, we may not within. 345 

WANT. 

There fade I to shadow. 

BLAME. 

There cease I to be. 

NEED. 

His visage the pampered still tumeth from mo. 

CAKE. 

Ye sisters, ye cannot, ye dare not go in ; 
But Care through the keyhole an entrance may win. 
(Care disappears.') 

Sisters, gray sisters, away let us glide ! 350 

BLAMB. 

I bind myself to thee, quite close to thy side. 

NEED. 

And Need at your heels doth with yours blend her 
breath.* 

• Notli and Tnd. tbe German sqairnleata for Need and Death, fonn 
a rhyme. As thL> cannot be reniierert In English, I baTe inlrodnced a 
■light alteration In my traoBlation. 
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Act v.] the TRAGEDY OF FAUST. 419 

THE THBEE. 

Fast gather the clouds, they eclipse star on star. 
Behind there, behind, from afar, from afar, 
There comes he, our brother, there cometh he — 
Death. 356 

FAUST (in the palace). 

Four saw I come, but only three went hence. 

Of their discourse I could not catch the sense ; 

There fell upon mine ear a sound like breath. 

Thereon a gloomy rhyme-word followed — Death ; 

Hollow the sound, with spectral horror fraught ! 360 

Not yet have I, in sooth, my freedom wrought ; 

Could I my pathway but from magic free, 

And quite unlearn the spells of sorcery, 

Stood I, oh, nature, man alone 'fore thee. 

Then were it worth the trouble m'an to be ! 365 

Such was I once, ere I in darkness sought. 

And curses dire, through words with error fraught, 

Upon myself and on the world have brought ; 

So teems the air with falsehood's juggling brood. 

That no one knows how them he may elude ! 370 

If but one day shines clear, in reason's light — 

In spectral dream envelopes us the night ; 

From the fresh fields, as homeward we advance — 

There croaks a bird : what croaks he ? some mischance I 

Ensnared by superstition, soon and late ; 375 

As sign and portent, it on us doth wait — 

By fear unmanned, we take our stand alone ; 

The portal creaks, and no one enters, — none. 

(Agitated,) 
Is some one here ? 

CARE. 

The question prompteth, yes I 

FAUST. 

What art thou, then? 

CABE. 

Here, once for all, am I. 880 



t 



THE ISAGEDY OF FAOST. 



CPABTlK. T 



■Withdraw thyself 1 

CAEB. 

My proper place is this. 

FAUST 

(Jirat anrjry, then appeased. Aside). 
Tako heed, and apeak no word of sorcery. 

CAKE. 

Though by owtward ear unheard, 

By my moan tlie heart is stirred ; 

And in ever-oliangeful guise, 385 

Cruel force I exercise ; 

On the shore and on the sea, 

Comrade dire hath man in mc, 

Eyer found, though never sought. 

Flattered, cursed, so have I wrought. 390 

Hast thou as yet Care never known ? 



I liave but hurried through the world, I own, 

I by the bair each pleasure seized ; 

Relinquished what no longer pleased. 

That which escaped me I let go, 395 

I've craved, accomplished, and tlion craved ag;un ; 

Thus through my life I've stormed — with might and 

main, 
Grandly, with power, at first; but now, indeed, 
It goes more cautiously, with wiser heed. 
I know enough of earth, enough of men ; 400 

The view beyond is barred from mortal ken ( 
Fool, who would yonder peer with blinking eyes, 
And of liis fellows dreams above the skies! 
Firm let him stand, the prospect round him scan, 
Not mute the world to the true-faenrted man. 405 

Why need be wander through eternity? 
What he can grasp, that only knoweth he. 
So let him roam adown earth's fleeting dayj 
If spirits haunt, let him pursue his way ; 
In joy or torment ever onward stride, 410 

Though every moment still unsatisfied I 



1 

1 



Act v.] the TRAGEDY OF FAUST. 421 

CABE. 

To him whom I have made mine own 

All profitless the world hath grown : 

Eternal gloom around him lies ; 

For him suns neither set nor rise ; 415 

With outward senses perfect, whole, 
^ Dwell darknesses within his soul ; 

I Though wealth he owneth, ne'ertheless 

He nothing truly can possess. 
• Weal, woe, become mere phantasy ; 420 

He hungers 'mid satiety; 

Be it joy or be it sorrow, 

He postpones it till the morrow; 

Of the future thinking ever. 

Prompt for present action never. . 425 

i 

i 

! FAUST. 

I Forbear ! Thou shalt not come near me I 

'• 1 will not hear such folly. Hence ! 

Avaunt 1 This evil litany 
; The wisest even might bereave of sense. 

r 

i 

CABE. 

Sliall he come or go ? He ponders ; — 430 

All resolve f rcmi him is taken ; 

On the beaten path he wanders. 

Groping on as if forsaken. 

Deeper still himself he loses, 

Everything his sight abuses, 435 

Both himself and others hating. 

Taking breath — and suffocating. 

Without life — yet scarcely dying, 

Not despairing — not relying. 

Rolling on without remission : 440 

Loathsome ought, and sad permission. 

Now deliverance, now vexation, 

Semi-sleep — poor recreation, 

Nail him to his place and wear him, 

And at last for hell prepare him* 445 



THE TRAGEDY OF FAUST. 



Unbles3&ii sjiectiTS ! Ye mankind have so 
Trealed a tljoiisund tiities, their tlioiiglits derangi 
E'en uneveBtful days lo mar ye know. 
Into a tangled web of torment clianyinji ! 
'Tis hard, 1 know, from demons to get free, 
The migiily spirit-bond by force untying; 
Yet Care, I never will acimowledge thee, 
Thy strong in-creeping, potency defying. 



Feel it then now ; as thou ehalt find 

When with a curse from thee I've wended : 455 

Through their whole lives are mortals blind — 

So be thou, Faust, ere life be ended ! 

(^ifl breathes on him.) 

FAUST (blind). 

Deeper and deeper night is round me sinking; 

Only within me sbines a radiant light. 

I haste to realize, in act, my thinking ; 460 

The master's word, that only giveth might, 

Up, vassals, from your couch ! my project bold, 

Grandly completed, now let all behold t 

Seize ye your tools; yonr spades, your shovels ply; 

The work laid down, accomplish instantly! 465 

Strict rule, swift diligence — these twain 

The richest recompense obtain. 

Completion of the greatest woi-k demands 

One guiding spirit for a thousand liands. 



Great fore-court of the Palace. 
Torches. 
MEFHiSTOFHELES (qs ovsrseer leading t/ie way). 
This way! this way! Come on! come on I 470 

Ye Lemures, loose of tether, 
Of tendon, sinew, and of bone, 
Half natures, patched together! 



^CT v.] THE TRAGEDY OF FAUST. 428 

LEMUBBS (in chorus). 

At thy behest we're here at hand ; 

Thy destined aim half guessing — 475 

It is that we a spacious land 

May win for our possessing. 

Sharp-pointed stakes we bring with speed. 

Long chains wherewith to measure. 

But we've forgotten why, indeed, 480 

To call us was thy pleasure. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

No artist-toJl we need to-day ; 

Suffieeth your own measure here : 

At his full length the tallest let him lay! 

Ye others round him straight the turf uprear ; 486 

As for our sires was done of yore, 

An oblong square delve ye once more. 

Out of the palace to the narrow home — 

So at the last the sorry end must come ! 

LEMUBES 

{digging^ with mocking geatures). 

In youth when I did live and love, 490 

Methought, it Was very sweet ! 
Where frolic rang and mirth was rife. 
Thither still sped my feet. 

Now with his crutch hath spiteful age 

Dealt me a blow full sore : 495 

I stumbled o'er a yawning grave. 

Why open stood the door ! 

FAUST 

{comeB forth from the palace^ groping his vsay by the 

door-posts). 

How doth the clang of spades delight my soul ! 

For me my vassals toil, the while 

£arth with itself they reconcile, 500 

The waves within their bounds control. 

And gird the sea with steadfast zone — 

MEPHISTOPHELES {oside). 

And yet for us dost work alone. 



424 THE TRAGEDY OF FAUST. 

While thou for dam and bulwark carest ; 
Since thuB for Nejitiine tliou prepareat, 
The water-fienrl, a mighty fSte; 
Before thee naught but ruin lies ; 
The elements are our allies ; 
Onward destruction strides elate. 



Inspector t 



MEPHISTO Pe E LE S. 



As many as yon may, 510 

Bring crowds on crowds to labor here ; 
Then by reward and rigor cheer; 
Persuade, entice, give ample pay! 
Each day be tidings brought me at what rate 
The moat extends which here we excavate. 515 

WE pin 9 tophei.es {half aloud). 
They speak, as if to me they gave 
Report, not of a moat — but of a grave.* 

FAUST. 

A marsh along the mountain chain 

Infecteth what's already won ; 

Also the noisome pool to drain — 62C 

My last best triumph then were won : 

To many millions space I thus should give, 

Thougli not secure, yet free to toil and live ; 

Green fields and fertile ; mwi, with cattle blent, 

Upon the newest earth would dwell content, 525 

Settled forthwith upon the firm-based hill, 

Uplifted by a valiant people's skill ; 

Within, a land like Paradise ; outside, 

E'en to the brink, roars the impetuous tide. 

And as it gnaws, striving to enter there, 530 

All haste, combined, the damage to repair. 

* Tbe rlny at wotAs contBlnsd \-a the orLeinal canoot 'be reprodaiiKl 



Act v.] the TRAGEDY OF FAUST. 426 

Yea, to this thought I cling, with virtue rife. 
Wisdom's last fruit, profoundly true : 
Freedom alone he earns as well as life. 
Who day by day must conquer them anew. 636 

So girt by danger, childhood bravely here. 
Youth, manhood, age, shall dwell from year to year; 
Such busy crowds I fain would see. 
Upon free soil stand with a people free ; 
Then to the moment might 1, say : 640 

Linger awhile, so fair thou art ! 
Nor can the traces of my earthly day 
Through ages from the world depart ! 
In the presentiment of such high bliss. 
The highest moment I enjoy — 'tis this. 646 

(Faust sinks hack^ the Lemures lay hold of him 

and lay him upon the ground,) 

* 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Him could no pleasures sate, no joys appease, 

So wooed he ever changeful phantasies ; 

The last worst empty moment to retain. 

E'en to the last, the sorry wretch was fain. 

Me who so stoutly did withstand — 650 

Time conquers, ^ lies the old man on .the sand! 

The clock stands still — 



The index falls 



Yes, it is past ! 



CHORUS. 

Stands still, no sound is heard ; 

MEPHISTOPHELES. ^ 

It falls, 'tis finished now. 

CHORUS. 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 



Past, 'tis a stupid word. 
Why past ? 565 

Past and pure n^" *'^ "agness are one, I trow. 
Of what av^^iower r^'"* ceaseless play? 

C^^te^i.ders ! 'tis you1tl» *2, «^««P * ^^ ? ., 

" T-*<ere she likes to ha- T« P^*' "^^^ ™»y »* "i^?"' 

I* >« cannot accurately F ^^ »'e«°' ^ 



426 THE TRAGEDY OF FA[IST. 

And yet as if it Beinj; did possess, 
Still in a circJe it doth ceaseless press: 
I should prefer the Eternal — EinptineBS. 

[BURIAL.] 
LEMUR (solo). 

Who hath the house so badly built, 
With shovel and with spade ? 

LKMUKES (ira chorus). 
For thee, Bad guest, in hempen vest, 
'Tis all too deftly made. 

i^MUK (eolo). 
Who furnished hath ao ill the place? 
Chair, table, where are they ? 

LEMTKEB (i« cAoTTCS). 

Short was the let ; there came apace 
New claimants, day by day. 



There lies the body, would the spirit flee, 

I'd show him siteediiy the Mood-signed scroll — 

Yet they've so many methods, woe is me, 

To cheat the devil now of many a bouU 575 

On the old way one is not sure ; 

Upon the new we're not commended ; 

Else had I done it unattended, 

Asaistanta muat-I now procure. 

In all things we're in evil plight ! 880 

Trananiitted naage, ancient right — 

In these the time for confidence is paat. 

With the last bri-nt^ once sped the soul away ; 

And lit: llie nimblest i.-.onse, I watched my prey; 

Snapl Locked within my cijws I held it fast; 585 

Now she delays, nor will the dismal cell, 

The loathsome body, leave, thoug'lontf' of life, 

The elements, in ceaseless strife, *' there, ■ , 

Her, in the end, diagracefully e - to repair. 

For daya anrt hours I've plaguei ,riginai eannot bo reprd''590 

Abides the sorry question ; — ; Grsben. anil tor grsTe 6ir f 



Act v.] the TRAGEDY OF FAUST. 427 

Old death has lost his power, once swift and strong ; 
If dead or no ? in doubt we tarry long ; 
On rigid members oft I've lustful gazed ; 594 

'Twas but a feint, it stirred, once more itself upraised ! 

(Fmitastic gestures of conjuration,) 

Come swiftly on ! Double your speed ; no pause ! 
Lords of the straight, lords of the crooked horn ! 
Chips of the ancient block, true devils born, 
Hither bring ye forthwith Hell's murky jaws. 
Hell, to be sure, full many jaws may claim ; 600 

Which gape as rank enjoins, and dignity; 
But we however in this final game. 
Not so particular henceforth will be. 

( The ghastly jaws ofHdl open on the left,) 

Clatter the corner-teeth ; the fire-stream whirling, 

The vault's abyss doth overflow, 605 

And through the background-smoke up-curling 

The town of flame I see in endless glow ; 

Up to the very teeth the ruddy billow dashes ; 

The damned, salvation hoping, swim amain, 

Them in his jaws the huge hyaena crashes, 610 

Then they retrace their path of fiery pain. 

In nooks fresh horrors lurk to scare the sight, 

In narrowest space supremest agony : 

Full well ye do, thus sinners to affright. 

They hold it but for dream, deceit and lie. 615 

( To the stout devils^ with short straight hom^,) 

Now, paunchy slaves, with cheeks that hotly burn, 
On hellish brimstone richly fed, ye glow. 
Clumsy and short, with necks that never turn — 
For gleam like phosphor-light, watch here below : 
It is the soul. Psyche, with soaring wung ; 620 

The wings pluck off, so 'tis a sorry worm. 
First with my seal I'll stamp the ugly thing, 
Then off with it to fiery whirling-storm ! 

Mark ye the lower regions duly. 

Ye bladders ! 'tis your duty so ! 625 

If there she likes to harbor, — truly, 

We cannot accurately know ; 



428 THE TKAGEDY OF FAUST. [Part H. 

She in the navel loves to bide : 
Take heed, lest from you thence away she glide ! 
( To ih£ lean devils, with long crooked home.') 
BuffoonB, ye fuglemen, a giant crew, 630 

Grasp in the air, still clutch without repose, 
With outstretched anne, claws sharp and pliant, too, 
The fluttering, fleeing creature to enclose ! 
In her old home she rests uneasily, 
Genius aspires, it fain would soar on high. 635 

{Qloryfrom above, on the right.) 

THE HEAVENLY HOST, 

Follow, ye envoys blest, 

leave, brood of heaven, your rest, 

Earthward to steer: 

Sinners do ye forgive, 

Dust cause ye now to live ! 640 

Floating on outspread wing 

Through nature's sphere. 

Kindliest traces bring 

Of your career ! 

UEPHISTOFHELES. 

Discordant tones I hear, an odious noise 64S 

Comes with unwelcome daylight from above ; 

A mawlcish whimper, fit for girls and boys, 

Such as a canting taste doth etill approve. 

Ye know how we, in hours with curses fraught, 

Planned the destruction of the human race : 650 

The most atrocious product of our thought 

In their devotion finds a fitting place. 

They come, the fools, in hypocritic guise ! 

Full many a sou! from us they've snatch'd away — 

With our own weapons warring 'gainst us, they 665 

Are devils also, only in disguise. 

Here your defeat eternal shame would bring ; 

On to the gi-ave, and to the margin cling ! 

riioKus OF ANGELS {scalterinff roses). 

Roses, with dazzling sheen, 
Balsam outpouring! 



Act v.] the TRAGEDY OF FAUST. 429 



'. Float heaven and earth between, 

Sweet life restoring! 

Branchlets with plumy wing, 
i Buds softly opening 

1 Hasten to blow ! 665 

I Burst into verdure, Spring, 

I Purple and green ! 

I To him who sleeps below. 

Paradise bring ! 

MEPHisTOPHELES (to the Satans), 

Why duck and shrink? Is this hell's wonted way? 670 

Stand firm, and let them scatter to and fro. 

Back to his place each fool ! Imagine they. 

Forsooth, with such a pretty flowery show. 

To cover the hot devils, as with snow ? 

They'll shrink and shrivel where your breathings play. 

Blow now, ye Blowers ! Hold ! not quite so fast I 676 

Pales the whole bevy 'neath your fiery blast. 

Not quite so fiercely ! Mouth and nostril close ! 

Your breathing now too strongly blows. 

O that ye never the just mean will learn ! 680 

That shrivels not alone, 'twill scorch and burn. 

Floating they come, with poisonous flames and clear ; 
Stand firm against them, press together here I — 

Force is extinguished, courage all is spent ; 

A strange alluring glow the devils scent. 685 

ANGELS. 

i Blossoms, with rapture crowned, 

I Flames fraught with gladness. 

Love they diffuse around. 

Banishing sadness. 

As the heart may : • 690 

Words, blessed truth that tell, 

Give, by their potent spell. 

Spirits eterne to dwell 

In endless day ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

A curse upon the idiot band ! 695 

Upon their heads the Satans stand I 
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Tail foremost down the liellwnrd path 

Plunge round and round tlie diinisy host. 

Enjoy your well-earned fiery but!) ! 

But, for my part, I'll keep my jjost. 700 

{Striking aside the hoveriuff roses.) 
Off, will o' the wisp ! How bright soe'er thy ray. 
Captured, thou'rt but an odious, pulpy thing; 
Why flutterest? Wilt Tanish, straight away! — 
Like pitch and brimstone to my neck doth cling? 

ANGELS (chorus). 
Doth aught thy nature mar ? 705 

Cease to endure it; 
If 'gainst thy soul it war, 
Must ye ab^tii-e it; 
If to press m it try, 

Quell it right valiantly ! 710 

'Tis love the loving-one 
Leadeth on high. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I'm all aflame, head, heart, and liver burn — 

An over-devilish element. 

Than hellish fire more sharp by far ! 715 

Hence ye so mightily lament, 

Unhappy lovers, who, when scorned ye are. 

After your sweethearts still your necks must turn. 

Thus, too, with me, what draws my head aside? 

Them have I not to deadly war defied ? 720 

My fiei-cest hate their aspect waked of yore ; 

Hath something alien pierced me through and through? 

These gracious youths, them am I fain to view ! — 

What now restrains me that I curse no more? 

And if befooled I now should be, 725 

Who may henceforth " the fool" be styled ? — 

The rascals, whom I hate, for me 

Too lovely are, I fairly am beguiled! 

Sweet children, tell me, to the race 

Belong ye not of Lucifer? 730 

So fair ye seem, you I would fain embrace I 
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At the right moment ye appear; 

So pleasant 'tis, so natural, as though 

I you had seen a thousand times* before, 

So lustfully alluring now ye show. 735 

With every look your beauty charms me more I 

O nearer come ! O grant me but one glance ! 

ANGEL. 

We come, why dost thou shrink as we advance ? 

So, if thou canst, abide ; go not away. 

( The angels hover rounds and occupy the entire space,) 

MEPHISTOPHELES 

(who is pressed into the proscenium). 

As spirits damned we're blamed by you — 740 

Yourselves are yet the sorcerers true, 

For man and maid ye lead astray. — 

A cursed adventure this, I trow f 

Is this love's element ? My frame 

In fire is plunged, I scarcely now 746 

Feel on my neck the scorching flame ! — 

Ye hover to and fro ; with pinions furled 

Float downward, after fashion of the world 

Move your sweet limbs ; in sooth, that earnest style 

Becomes you, yet, for once, I fain would see you smile ; 

That were for me a rapture unsurpassed, — 751 

A glance, I mean, like that which lovers cast : 

A slight turn of the mouth, so is it done. — 

Thee, tall and stately youth, most dearly thee I prize ; 

But ill beseemeth thee that priestly guise, 755 

Give me one loving glance, 1 crave but one ! 

Ye might, with decency, less clothed appear, 

O'er modest in such lengthened drapery. — 

They wheel around, to see them in the rear I 

All too enticing are the rogues for me ! 760 

CHOKUS OF ANGELS. 

Love now with lustrous ray 
.Thy fires reveal ! 
Those to remorse a prey 
Truth's power can heal ; 
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No longer evil's thrall, 765 

Joyful and bleat, 
One with the All-in-all, 

Henceforth tliey rest I 

MEPHISTOPIIELE9 {coJlecUnff himse{f). 
How is't with me ? The man entire, like Job, 
Must loathe himself, deft through with boil on boil, — 
Yet triumphs, too, after the first recoil, 771 

If be his inward nature fairly probe, 
And in himself confides and in his kin : 
Saved are the noble devil parts within. 
This love attack he casts upon the skin, — 775 

Burnt out already are the cursed flames. 
And, one and all, I curse you, as the occasion claims ! 



Whom ye with hallowed glow, 
Pure fires, o'erbrood, 

Blest in love's ovei-flow, 780 

Lives with the good. 
Singing with voices clear, 
Soar from beneath ; 
Pure is the atmosphere, 

Breathe, spirit, breathe t 785 

{Tkey rise, bearing with them the immortal part of 
Faust.) 

MEpHiSTOPHELES {looking around). 
How is it? Whither are they gone? 
Me have ye cozened, young things though ye be ! 
They with their booty now are heavenward flown. 
Therefore they nibbled at this grave 1 From me 
A great rare prize they've captured : the high soul, 790 
That pledged itself to me with written scroll, — 
This have thev filched away, right cunningly 1 
From whom shall I now seek redress ? 
Who can secure my well-earned right? 
In thine old days thou'rt cheated ! Yet confess, 795 
Thou hast deserved it, art in sorry plight ; 
Mismanaged have I in disgraceful sort, 
Vast outlay shamefully away have thrown ; 
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Act V ] THE TRAGEDY OF FAUST. 483 

The devil's sense, though seasoned well, the sport 
Of common lust ! — a love absurd I own. 800 

And if the shrewd old devil chose 
Himself to busy with this childish freak, 
Kot small the foolishness, the truth to speak, 
Which him hath thus o'ermastered at the close. 

Mountain defiles^ Forest^ Hock, Wilderness. 

Holy Anchorites^ dispersed up the hiU^ stationed 

among the clefts, 

CHORUS and echo. 
Forests are waving here, 805 

Rocks their huge fronts uprear, 
Roots round each other coil. 
Stems thickly crowd the soil ; 
Wave gusheth after wave, « 

Shelter yields deepest cave; 810 

Lions, in silence round 
Tamely that rove. 
Honor the hallowed ground, 
Refuge of love. 

PATER ECSTATICUS. 

{floating up and down), 
Joy's everlasting fire, 815 

Love's glow of pure desire, 
Pang of the seething breast, 
Rapture, a hallowed guest I 
Darts, pierce me through and through, 
Lances, my flesh subdue, 820 

Clubs, me to atoms dash. 
Lightnings, athwart me flash. 
That all the worthless may 
Pass like a cloud away. 

While shineth from afar 825 

Love's germ, a deathless star. 

PATER PROFUNDUS. 

{Lower region,) 

As the rock-chasm, sheer descending, 

On chasm resteth more profound. 

As thousand sparkling streamlets blending, 

Foam in the torrent's headlong bound ; 830 
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As Fotirs, the realm of air invading. 
The Btem, impelled by inward Gtrain ; 
So love, almighty, all-pervading, 
Doth all tilings mould, doth all sustain. 

A roaring that the heart appalleth 
Sounds as if shook the wood-crowned steep ; 
Yet, lovely in its plashing, falleth 
The wealth of water to the deep, 
Refreshment to the valley bearing ; 
The atmosphere, with poison fraught. 
The lightning clearetfa, wildly flaring, 
Whose deadly flash dire ruin brought — 
Love's heralds these. His purpose telling 
Who, ever-working, us surrounds. 
Come, holy fire, within me dwelling, 
• Where, tortured in tlie senses' bounds, 
Fetters of pain my soul enclosing, 
Hold it immured in rayless gloom ! 
O God, my troubled thoughts composing, 
My needy heart do thou illume ! 

PATER SERAPH INC S. 

{Middle reyion.) 
Through the pine-treea' waving tressee, 
What bright cloud floats high and higher? 
What it shrouds my spirit guesses 1 
Soars from earth and youthful choir. 

CHORrS OF BLESSED BOYS. 

Whither, father, are we hieing? 
Tell us, kind one, who are we? 
Happy are we, upward flying; 
Unto all 'tis bliss to be I 

PATER SERAPBINI7S. 

Boys, ere eoiil or sense could waken. 
Ye were born at midnight hour; 
From your parents straightway taken, 
For the angels a sweet dower. 
You a loving one embraces, 
Thii ye feel — then hither fare ! 



MWM 



Act V.J THE TRAGEIXY OF FAUST. 435 

But of earth's rude paths no traces, 865 

Blessed ones, your spirits bear. 

In the organ now descending 

Of my worldly, earth-born, eyes ; 

Use them, thus thy need befriending — 

View the sphere that round you lies : 870 

{He takes them into himself,) 

There are trees ; there rocks up-soaring ; 
Headlong there the flood doth leap ; 
Cleaves the torrent, loudly roaring. 
Shorter passage to the deep. 

BLESSED BOYS {from, witMn), 

Grand the scene, but fear awaking : — 875 

Desolate the spot and drear. 

Us with dread and horror shaking. 

Hold us not, kind father, here ! 

PATER SERAPHnniS. 

Rise to higher spheres, and higher I 

Unobserved your growth, yet sure, 880 

As God's presence doth inspire 

Strength, dv laws eternal, pure. 

This the spirit's nurture, stealing 

Through the ether's depths profound : 

Love eternal, self-revealing, 885 

Sheds beatitude around. 



CHORUS OF BLESSED BOYS 

{circling round the highest summit). 

Through ether winging. 

Hands now entwine, 

Joyfully singing 

With feelings divine ! 890 

Taught by the Deity, 

Trust in his grace ; 

Whom ye adore shall ye 

See face to face ! 
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ANGELS 

(hoverinff in the higher atmosphere, bearing the immor- 
tal part o/Facst), 
Saved is this noble soul from ill, S95 

Our Bpi^i^peer. Whoever 
Strives forward with unBwerving will, — 
Him can we aye deliver ; 
And if with him celestial love 
Hath taken part, — to meet him 900 

Come down the angels from above ; 
With cordial hail they greet hijn. 

THK TOITNGKK ANRELS. 

Rosea, from fair liands descending, 

Holy, penitent, and pure. 

Our high mission gladly ending, 805 

Helped our conquest to secure, 

Making oars this spii'it-treasurc. 

Demons shrank, in sore displeasure, 

Bevila fled, as we assailed them. 

Hell's accustomed torture failed them, 910 

They by pangs of love were riven ; 

The old Satan-master even, 

Pierc6d was by sharp annoyance. 

Conquered have we 1 shout with joyance ! 

TRB tlORli: PERFECT ASGELS. 

Sad 'tis for ns to bear 915 

Spirit earth -en cumbered ; 

Thoiigli of asbest he were, 

Yet is he numbered 

Not with the pure. For where 

Worketh strong spirit-force, 920 

Elements blcndmg, 

No angel may divorce 

Natures thus tending 

Of twain to form but one ; 

Parts them God's love, alone, 925 

Their union ending. 

THE TOUNGER AlfOELS. 

Mistlike, with movement rife, 
Rock-summits veiling, 
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Near na a spirit-life 

Upwards is sailing ; 980 

Now grow the vapors clear 

Toniler blest boys appear, 

In cliorua blending; 

They from earth's jiressiire free 

Circle united; 935 

Still upward tending, 

In the new spring with glee 

Bathe they delighted : 

Here let him then begin. 

Yet fuller life to win, 940 

With these united. 

BLESSED BOTS. 

Him as a chrysalis 

Joyful receive we : 

Fledge of angelic btis 

In him achieve we. 945 

Loosen the ilakes of earth 

That still enfold him 

Great throt:gh the heavenly birth, 

And fair, now behold him. 

DOCTOB HARIAmiS 

(tn the Aiffhett, purest ceS). 
Here is the prospect free, 960 

The Boul subliming. 
Yonder fair forms I see. 
Heavenward they're climbing; 
In starry wreath is seen, 

Lofty and tender, 866 

Midmost the heavenly Queen, 
Known by her splendor, 

(A'/iraplured.) 
In thy tent of azure hue, 
Queen supremely reigning. 

Let me now thy secret view, 860 

Vision high olttaining! 
With the holy oy of love. 
In man's breast, whatever 
Lifts the sou) to thee above. 
Kind one, foster «verl 966 
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All invindble we feel, 
If our arm thou claiiaest ; 
Suddenly assuaged our zeal 
If our breast thou tamest. 
Virttin, pure from taint of earth, 
Mother, we adore thee, 
With the Godhead one by birth, 
Queen, we bow before thee ! 

Cloudlets are pressing, 
Gently around licr ; 
Her knee caressing 
Cloudlets surround her; — 
Penitents are they; 
Ether inhaling, 
Their sins bewailing. 

Passionless and pure, from thee 

Hath it not been taken, 

That poor frail ones may to thee 

Come, with trust nnshaiien. 

In their weakness snatched away. 

Hard it is to save them ; 

By their own strength rend who may 

Fetters that enslave them? 

Glide on slippery ground the feet 

Swiftly downward sailing! 

Whom befool not glances sweet, 

Flattery's breath inhaling? 

(Mater Glokiosa soars forward.) 

cnoRL's or female penitents. 
To re.ilins eternal 
Upward art soaring ; 
Peerless, supernal. 
Hear our imploring. 
Thy grace adoring. 

{St. Luke viL 86.) 

MAGNA TECCATKIX. 

By the love, warm tears outpouri 
Laving as with balsam sweet, 
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Pharisaic sneers ignoring, 1000 

j Of thy godlike Son the feet ; 

j By the vase, rich odor breathing, 

Lavishing its costly store ; 

By the locks, that gently wreathing. 

Dried his holy feet once more — 1005 

MTJLIER SAMARITANA (St. Johtl iv.) 

By the well, whereto were driven 

Abram's flocks in ancient days; 

By the cooling draught thence given, 

Which the Saviour's thirst allays; 

By the fountain, still outsending 1010 

Thence its waters, far and wide. 

Overflowing, never-ending, 

Through all worlds it pours its tide — 

MABiA AEGYPTiACA {Acta Sanctorum), 

By the hallowed grave, whose portal 

Closed upon the Lord of yore ; 1016 

By the arm, unseen by mortal. 

Back which thrust me from the door; 

By my penance, slowly fleeting. 

Forty years amid the waste ; 
I By thte blessed farewell greeting, 1020 

I Which upon the sand I traced — 

' THE THREE. 

Thou, unto the greatly sinning, 

Access who dost not aeny, 

By sincere repentance winning 

Bliss throughout eternity, 1025 

So from this good soul thy blessing, 

Who but once itself forgot, 

Sin who knew not, while transgressing, 

Gracious One, withhold thou not ! 

UNA PCENITENTIUM 

(formerly named Gretchizn, pressing towards Jier), 

\ Incline, oh, incline, 1030 

All others excelling. 
In glory are dwelling. 
Unto my bliss thy glance benign ! [ 

— ^ 'r 
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The loved one, ascending, 

His long trouble ending, 1035 

Comes back, be is mine I 

RLESSED BOYS. 

{They approach, hovering in a circle.) 
Mighty of limb, he towers 
E'en now above ub, 
He for this cave of oura 

Richly will love ua, 1040 

Dying, ere we could reach 
Earth^a pain or pleasure ; 
What he hath learned he'll teach 
In ample measure. 

A PENITENT 

(formerly named Gketchen.) 
Encircled by the choirs of heaven, 1045 

Scarcely himself the stranger knows; 
Scarce feels the existence newly given. 
So like the heavenly host he grows. 
See, how he every band hath riven 1 
From earth's old vesture freed at length, 1050 
Now clothed upon by garb of heaven, 
Shines forth his pristine youthful strength, 
To guide him, be it given to me ; 
Still dazzles blra the new-born day. 



Ascend, thine iniluence feeleth he, 1055 

He'll follow ou thine upward way. 

DOCTOR MAEIANTJS 

{adoring, prostrate on his face.) 
Penitents, her Saviour-glance 
Gratefully beholding 
To beatitude advance, 

Still new powers unfolding! 1060 

Thine each better thought shall be 
To thy service given! 
Holy Virgin, gracious be, 
Mother, Queen of Heaven ! 
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CHORUS MTSTICUS. 

All of mere transient date 
As Bymbol showeth ; 
Here, the inadequate 
To fulness growtth ; 
Here the ineffable 
Wrought is in Iovp; 
The ever- wo manly 
Draws us above. 
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ople perub for 



'Xt 



pire, log«ther t 

"Jn the Emperor," he said, "I have endeftTOrei) Ii 

Kince «fho lias all Die Dceeaiary qiiiUities for loainE his muu, sun at 
5t Bucirceds in su duiug. lie docs not concern binself nliout tlic wel- 
fare of liis kingctom and his suliieeis; he onlr thinks of liimsclf and 
bow he can amuse himself fVnm day to day. Ttic Und is ivilinul Inw 
ftod justice ; tlie jud^e himself ia on tlie siite of llie criiiiiiira* : ilie iiio<t 
Btrociuiia ei'imes ai'e cammilted wJtIioiit checli noil with iinpiiiiil;, Tlic 
aitny ib wiiliout pay and wiiUoiii riiiMHpline .... TJh? stale iiiaiHiiry is 

without moacy In tho Emperor's ou-n hoiiselnld tliintrii are no 

better. .... The councillor of sBite wishes to rcmonslnUo ivilli his 
msjeaty upon all these evils, and odvisea as to Ibeir remL'dy ; liuc the 
Eneiaus sovereign ia unwilling; 10 lend his sublime ear to aavthiii); so 
diwigreeablo ; he prefcra amiisiag himself. Hero now is 'the trae 
-'■'"--'"- ■ - - ■■ .->....- -mcr fool, ami is « 
jQHsellor."" The 
?. want of money, whicli 
MepbislophtiTcs promlsos to provide. This theme continues lhrou;;h 
tbe masquerade. 

TAe Carmrai MatfiifrmU. 

lu this scene a aeries of groups is iutrodutcd, repreaentioe manifold 
aspects of haman society, and intended possibly to exhibit the protd'eas 
of civilization, to^etber with the agencies bj wbicb it is rctai'dcd or 
■dvHuccd. II also aervea to introduce the pipei'-mosey device, wUicb 
terms ihc subject of tliG following sceno. 

The first group briujca bcfoi-e the eyes aome features of tbe golden 
age, when (he haman race, free from' scMahness and greed, lived lo- 
^tbar in joyous lii>erty ; ttiepeiu;c and ptcMv. tbe richness of imajfina- 
tioQ Hud love, whieh ebni-acterized that idvl^ic period, are i^tly avm- 
holiied by the Olive-branch, l!ic Wlical-sheaf, llio Faooy-nosogay, aod 
llie Budding Roses, in ilip litinilfl of ilip Florentine CJarileo-fiirli. 

In tbe sueeeciliiiu' |< .l iIi ' 'il <;<u'r and IJaug-hler, this picture nf 

primeval siro]>lnii; ■ n, liie underamOTe conventional 

aspect. Aseivili/' . rinii^ of the Geld no longersuffioe 

fbr human noun^;.' . . 1 . .ail Utrd-catcbcrs are introduced, 

and the Wood-i'ui r. i- .ii| - ir .■ i. !i--i'iilulivea of manly toil. It ianol 
diSlciilt to diseein ihr s'otiHl cIjssch represented by the Puleinelli and 
tlie Parasites, while tbe Urnnkcn Man exhibits the debasing iuflueuee 

next app 

._, , — — ispects. Tbe Graces, 

Ulrongh the CDurlcoui JntercbanKe of kindly aul, restore tn life its free- 
dom aud its Cbarm. Tbe Fates are tlic re^vaentatives of law, of just 
measDni and cslBbliahed order; while tire Furies, sjipeaiing nut ai the 
avengers but m tbe authors of crime, under the Kuise of in'il pasaions, 
caluiany, and slander, arc the dGstroycra alike m public and domestle 

In order to bridle these unmly demcnta, firm Aiitboi-il^ is necdeil, 
and accordinj-ly one of the most siKnificant proupa is nc(t inU'oducod. 
A living Colossus symbolizes the State, guided by Pnidrnce, while de- 
lotive Hope, and desponding Fear, two of Ibe mosi nijii>nt [tiiiiii'lv-m 
of public trauquilliry, walk cliaineil on either side; 
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The accompaQTlngfigura of Zoilo-Thersilea (a comhination fomii-d 
fi'oiu Ilia Tberaites oT the Iliad auil Zoilu», a grammai-iaii of the third 
eciitiiiy before Uhriat, knowa as the dcfemer of Homer) represents the 
spirit of eoTioui detiiuifioti, maDifestecl more especially in public life. 

Drawn tly dni(ri>n» and gaiiled by the Boy-Chiirioleer.Faii-itaiHjea™ 
Ha tho god of wMltb,BpiritutdriswcllasiDatei'iat,whl]eMcplii9tupliclcs 
is inttodpced, seated upon the churiot, as Avarice. Bjr means of a 
niai^c lantern tbe pictnre of the drafjon-ccHin hu piused in rapid flight 
mar and Ihmugh tbe crowd. 

I)dnticr»ec» in Faust the aymbol of piDsperitv as the result of well- 
iivccted autiviCy in tho stale, while art, which iscloseiif connected with 
it, which rcCDDcilea the useful and the beautiful, and is Itaelf n sourca 
of naUonal weaiOi, is typified hy the Iloy-Uharioteor; as the spirit of 
pooln', he ii the fii'st appearance of tbe genius auhBcanently enihoilieil 
in Kuphorioa. Of the latter, Goethe is reported to have said^' he is 
Dot a burnao, bitt an allegorical being. In him is personified Poetry, 
which is bound to neither titnc, place, Dor person. Tbe same spirit 
who atlerwaida ehooaes to bo tuphoiion, appeal's here as Ihu lioy- 
Charioteer, and is so far like a apccn-c, that he can bo present creiy- 
where and at aU lioies." 

Poetry and ai-t, which prepare for life its lichest ombollishmoDta, 
must seek Iboir inspimtioa far fi'oni tho bustle oC resort; the Boy- 
Charioteerif iBcordingly dismissed by Plnlua, that " in solitude he mav 
create bis own world ; " thither, to the realms of The Mothers, he wili 
soon be followed by Faust himself. Tbe relation belwoeo (joolhe and 
Karl AuRuat, the Grand Duke of Weimar, are supposed lo be repre- 
acnlcd in those between the Boy-Chariotccr anil Plutui. Tbo iotciprc- 
ution of tho allegory in its dctads must be loft to the penetration of tlic 
reader; suffice it to say tliat lliei'cin is poitraycd tho ■nilear crowd, 
who, incapable of appreciating tbe beautiful and (he true, mislako ap- 
pearance for reality, and arc nuahle to resell Iho ides wbicb »Dderlie> 
It. By Ihem gold is prized as 
enjoyments of sense, and thus, i . . 
higher level, it becomes a source of imuiocality and corruplion Tn iho 
final graupthe Emperor appeal's in Iho mask of Pan, "the All iif the 
woi'ld," reminding us of Louis XlVtb's cclehralod exclamntiou . " Tho 
stale, it is I," The Fauns, Satyrs, Gnoiuea and (iianlB, supposed by 
some CDinmentatoi's to symbol iio tbe privileged (^lasses attendant upon 
roynUy, aj'e renreaenled by his oourtiei's. The Emperor is conducted 
lo thefonnlofgo.dj the fleiy catastrophe may be recardod as a Helii- 
aive magic show, which has its counterpai'ta in tbe old Faust-book. It 
probably symboliies tho rCTOliilion caused by miBgovarnment, and 
may have been designed by Faust as a warning to tho please re- loving' 
Emperor. The moral of the show is embodied In tbe words of the 
Uendd. 

"O yontb.O youth, and wilt Ibou never 
To joy aaaigu its Siting bound ? 
O MajBBtj, with reason never 
Will tbyoniuipotBuoa be crowned? " 

The Pleaiure Garden. 



The papci^money device, tho subject o! 

COII'UptSOl -.----4 .--.I- ■- 

|CComplisl ^^^^^^^^^^^ ,n„™,D, nEmir«ii,u.i,.i;u 

asofibeeoDnii?, 

nniion, anu inus prepares the W< — 
Id i'epreacnt«d in the ftiuth let. 



_..., ._. ^'idleness and self iniiulgence. 
The au'dilen infill* of riches, inalcart of beinsr cmploreil in making avail- 
able, tlii'ougb labor ami skill, the ui ■ ' -' '■■■ 

lends to rclaii tbe energies of rt 
tax tlie dBa)[Bn which tbieateii it, 
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Dark Gallery. {The Mothers.) 

Goethe, when asked by Eckermann for an explanation of this scene, 
replied, "lean only reveal that I found it mentioned in Plutarch, that 
in Grecian antiquity certain o^oddesses were revered under the name 
of * The Mothers.*" These Mothers were old Pelasfrian Nature- 
deities, who were superseded by the great goddesses, Demeter and 
Persephone. 

Of special si<rnificance in this connection is the following passage 
from Plutarch (*' De Defect.,*' chap. 22). " There are 183 worlcis ; they 
were arranged in the figure of a triangle, and every side contained 
sixty worlds, the remaining three occupy the corners; in this order 
they gently touch each other, and ceaselessly revolve as in a dance. 
The space within the triangle is to be regarded as a common heailh for 
all, and is called the field of Truth. Within lie, motionless, the causes, 
forms, and original images of all things, which have been and which 
shall be. Eternity surrounds them, from which Time, as an effluence, 
flows over the worlds. Human souls of transcendent excellence, ob- 
tain permission, every thousand years, to contemplate the spectacle, 
and the most glorious mysteries on earth arc simply dreams of such 
contemplation.'* 

The realm of *♦ The Mothers ** is that field of Truth ; they are its 
imaginary guardians ; the conceptions, causes, energies of all created 
things repose in its mysterious depths, issue thence, and are developed 
in time and space ; it is the realm of the infinite as opposed to the 
finite ; of the ideal as opposed to the real. 

As in eveiything which receives new life on earth, the female prin- 
ciple is most in operation ; these creating divinities are rightly thought 
of as female, and the august title of " The Mothers ** may be given to 
them not without I'eason. 

Faust isi'equii'ed to invoke Helena and Paris, in whom he recognizes 
the ideal impei*sonation of womanly and manly beauty, whose forms 
had been embodied in Grecian ail;. In order to reproduce them he 
must forget the region of actuality, and enter that of the Infinite and 
the Eternal ; he must, moreover, realize in the depths of his spiritual 
consciousness the sentiments and ideas from which they originally 
sprang. This can only be accomplished by an intense effort of mental 
abstraction, combined* with the patient study of classical antiquity. It 
is given to creative genius alone to unlock with its glowing ke^* the 
treasuiy of the past, to summon thence the spirits of a bygone age, and 
to breathe into them the breath of life. This intellectual process is 
typified by Faust's descent to •' The Mothers." At fii'st he shrinks 
l)ack appalled from the effort; having, however, at length entered the 
I realm of the invisible, the contemplation of the divine ideal is for him 

I a spiritual new birth. The tripou appears to have a double significa- 

! tion, |ind to symbolize at the same time the original creative energy 

I subsisting at tlie heart of things, and also the inspii'ation of genius, 

; which is alone the soui*ce of ideal impersonation. 

The Bnlliantly -lighted Hall. 

This and the following scene exhibit the conti-ast between the frivo- 
lous impulses of the courtly throng, and Faust's earnest devotion to his 
ideal aim. Genuine art is regarded by them simply as an amusement, 
and their contemplation of its masterworks is accompanied by the shal- 
lowest remarks. 

Hall of the Knights. 

What to the audience is merely a charming spectacle is to Faust a 
profound experience. His ideal, conceived in ^he innermost depths of 
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bis gph'il. iDccUhig eartqitHrecl snie; wiUi Ihat paastonate iJeaire, which 
is ciiaractemiMl by FiBto ns a divine madacaa, he sechs lo (^rasp it, to 
retain it u hq on'iurins' poaseasioa. Without this fiery cDtbusisam 
nolliin); great 19 accomplished cither in life m in Kit ; it i<>, howcrcr, 
tlio beginDinSi not ihc cnJ ( potfocHon can be acluevod only by lon<^ 
BDi) patient labor I to him who Ihinka to hold the ideal with aauddea 
ftiu'm, it vaDishos in mist. Faint fulii prostrate to tbc grouiul aa, ia 
the lirst act, at the appearance of the Earth-spiriL Now, however, hs 
will foUcw iho star which bag arisen within him ; he will rrcparc " tba 
twofidil realm;" the spirit-nmln) of anti(|iiiCy, which has vanislicil 
fhiDi bis comclougnen, will attaio aiiio within hitn, atid will combine 
with UiG actual to form aa ideal wci'ld, over which beauty and order 
shall rciini 9»prcmc, as symboliciill]- portrayed in the piclitrc of Aro- 
dia, in Iht " llelcu^" 

Act n. 

Famfi Sliid!/. 

Faust has seen his ideal ; paralTicd by iho vision he ia borne aleeping 

by Mepliislupbctcn <o the study from which he had escBped in by^na 

Seai-9, and from which, lighted by Homuncului, he is speedily to issue 
arth in qneal of Helena. The poet here lymboltzes his ownexpci-i- 
cnco I like Fallot, he drew his ideals fitim Ihc depth of his iooar con- 
Bciouaneas. How eaniastly ha devotod himself to the study of nature, 
art, and antiquity, as the necessuy conilitioa for Iheir realization, is 
revealed hv Die whole njurae of his biognphy. 

During Faust's lUisenec his chamber has remained nndistnrbed, and 
amidst its duit and mould are nncrated the whims and crotchets typi- 
fied iiy the chorus of insocla. Slcphisto assnmoa Fanat's fuciy gown; 
that he first shakos thence the chafers and other insects ia ikM wilhont 
aieniflcnnce. When llie contemner of ancient aiithorily, the Voltaire 
of the ago, ocpupie* tbo professor's chair, a revolution h hi band; the 
bell aoumls which annonnces the advent of a new epoch; the walls 
(ramble, the doors spring open, giving accoBS to tho mnh air of indo- 
pondent thought. 

Genuine knowledge rcqaires that careful observation and reverence 
for the past shall lie combined with freedom fiMinpimidico, and perfect 
liberty of iboiighl ; those elements are hei'c diiymncd, the former hav- 
ing (heir rcwcscnlativcs in Wajrncr and his Famulus, the latter in the 
clmracter of the Baecshtuniiis, in wham is poreonified, bb (Joclhe him- 
Bolf said, the arrogance peculiar 10 votilh. Tlie conversation Wlwccn 
him and Mepliisto is asatirical cominent upon Iho philosophy of Fichte, 
whose extiavagant iJcallsm found no favor with Uoethc 

Tha Laboraior}/. 
Antiquity was acquainted with certain small warcn Rgiirei, in the 
human ahape, called llomuocnii, which were employed by dealers in 
ninjficnl orui. The immc also occurs in Ibe writings of I'arncelsv 
contain a curious i*cceipt for the "generatic ilomnHculomm, 
passage ia quoted by DUnlzer, who nililatliBt through the loclui 
philosopher, John Jacob Wagner, who mainlnincil that alt 
were developed metals, the assertion was disseminated lhR>aghontGcF<- 
many tliaC cuemisls eould succeed in prodacing organized bodies, and 
in ci'eating men through ciyBlull illation. Tlie name of this philosofiber 
may have suggested to Goethe 10 aaeribo the attcmpl lo hia Wagner- 
Through the co-opcrstion of Mcpbistopheiea he succeeds : Homuncnins 
ajipeaii like s imBU human form in the phial ; boing a product of Ihe 
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QnderaUailm^, without Rny pbysicHl &11ribiilr!i, he ma; furly he repro- 
■enled u deairinp incorporation. Wilb resaril lo the signification of 
the llamunculiiB Tsrious inlciprdations bKve been suguesled. He has 
been supposed loB^mboliio the Irulh that rDfleciinn and iIiicIt, of which 
he in ihc prtxlnct, must be associalcil with iiupiration aod'ircaiiH for 
the accamplishment of Biif ffreat maater-work. 1)^ Diintzer he is I'e- 
garded aa the ^pe of Ihouuntful, Helf^^maHcioua atnTioi; after tbc irlcal, 
which CBnnot K conquered by storm, but can be won oulv by sustulncd 
sod TnktiODt effort. Heituanii Krinlzcl g'na u wider applicstioa to Ibe 
iyrobol. Afler Hlluciioi; lo ibc Darwinian Iheoiy, that all organized 
bEinp:9 have their oricia in a primal cell, <io llomunculai, he a»ya, 
may be regarded aa Ihc apintuol proloplasma of the anticipated new 

" Ab n being to whom the present is perfectly clear and traoBparent, 
the HoQinncuTus sees into Ihc loul of Uie sleeping- Fanst, who, enrap- 
tured by a lovely dream, licbolds I.cda viuted by swam wbile she is 
bathing in a pleasant spqt." Withrcfci-eDCe to ttuadi'cam, Eckcrmann 
reniarkod lo Goctlie, " It is mondcrfiil to me bow the sereral paxts of 
such a work bear upon, perfect, and sustain one another! By lliis 
dream of l.eda, ' Helena ■ gains its proper founilBiion." Goethe acqui- 
esced, and «aid in reply ; " Thus you will sec that in these earlier ni'ts 
the chords of the classic and roDianlic arc constantly struclc, so thai, as 
on a rising ground, whei'o both forma of poetry ore lirought out, and in 
lomo sort balance one another, we may asecnil to 'Helena.'"* 

The Ctaitieal Walpargii-Xighl. 

The scene is laid in the PbHTsaliBti field where, 4Bf.c., the triampli of 
Cwsar over Pomper put an end )o the Roman republic and inaugurated 
B new epoch in ibc history of the world. It represents Faust's pas- 
sionate striving after the rcatiiatiDa of fais ideal, t«;cedicr with the 
transition fhini lower to higher forms of being, as manifosted mora 
especially in the hialoij of Gitician art. Wiih these nioti»es are asso- 
ciated two others, namely, tho search oT Mephtstopholes for an 
appropriate form which brings out the repulsive elements in etassiCBl 
mytholo^, where snprcme ugliness, in contrast with ideal beanty, has 

its type in the I^orkyada; sod also theslriTi •■ " ' "— 

organic eiiBtance. ■ 

We arc prescntol at the openina of thf bo 
East, which were ailopied and dcvek>pcil l>y ' 
Griflln ami the Egyptian Sphioi, togethoi- 1% [ 
— ""e of Seythian ongin. To these slranin- l> 
luces hiint^ as the Old IniqnilT: he i-. 1 
by tho Sphinics, who tell him that 



; of Homunculus after 



trodnces hiint^ as the Old I 
by tho Sphinics, who tell hin. 
While Mephistopbeles feels not quite ai 

forms, Faiuit awakens to now lifb npon l.._ ._ , 

Trom tho Sphlnici the way to Ilelena, ami is rcfcrred b^ tlicm « 
(Jhiron, Ibc Centanr. the teacher of .^lenlnpius, who carries him K, 
the Pr^ihetesB Manto. This rencrvbte aj-bil sympatliiied with his 
striying lo win the apparenlly imiwaaiblei she SHfTiTa liim lodesoontl 
through the temple of Apdlo to Ilic deptlis of Olympus, wttere Perse- 

g'lonc aits enUironod queen of tho dead. With rcforenm lo this scene 
oeihe is reported by Eckoimann to hare spoken as follows: "Then 
only think who! is lo be said on that mad nVlit ! Fauiit's spceeb lo 
Proserpine when he would move her to give him Helena, wlwt a 
apeech that would be when Proserpine herself is inm'i'd lo lews!'* 
We cannot but regret that the poet was never lutiplreil it> cmlwly bis 
• "ConTemtioua of Goethe with l;j 



He inquires 
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onception, bat bns led its realizBtion to the imB^DatiDn of tbe 



Fiiiul here w 



nthcfollon 



'» fram tlie scene, in order to prepare for thecoo- 
len, lliTOUgh the aaion between ol»a- 
Bieal and incdiiEval culture, a new epoch ia lo ba inaiigural^d. 

Tlie idea, of Beinjr am) IJeFdopmcnl is now (raiwferrcrl to the hisloiy 
of the eurtL ; in (reDloeic&l plicnomcna lioelhc pi-efciToil the theoiy 
which refera lo watop as the chief aircDcy in moihiyinir the surface et 
the )rlaba; alike in the moral anrl the material wnrlil he wiu opposed 
to everything violent RDd eiplosive ; hence, wlicn lie wislied to picuire 
a period of IrantitiDn nniler tlie image cf a Btrajrfle bclweeo ite ole- 
roeaM, he would naturally give the victory to water and to air. 

While the Bhn^ns fnau tho p-aiac of water, the soil is npheavcd bjr sjt 
earthquake, poraoniBed by tlio (tuint Seismoa. Hafael, in a picture of 
the imprisoiitnentof St. Paul, lisa similarly repi'esenteil an earthquake 
.....1.. .u„ r c - -nwerful piiiM, wlio, w-'- '-'- • -■ -■•—'-■ — 



aTenjfing Crai 

notes lo atlempt any elaborate iQloipretatioa of ttie scene. ' It is re- 
gai'deil by Hcnaann Kilatze) as n^pi^ng a political insurrection ; anil 
to his work I must rpfer for a fuller eiposition of hia views, t will ac- 



They hasten lo Samothroee to brins thence the Tenerable Cabin, 
which they carry upon the giant shield of CheloDB (the ancient shell 
of tlio turtle covered with tiieroglyjAics). The CahiiH, aiSMrdiDg la 
Hermann KUntzcU, indicate the relifnous element; they are 

hu Cl-Tvluk Da nrimi^iral Pnlnanlnn Ai^in'itit^w brtkn D«t in oxYiini^ 



b. 






^ods ; they w 



ith tba 
the mediators between the goili and men, and 
strikinfT that Goelhe should have introduced them as sym' 
ereat rEligiona of tho world ; their likenoaeea are found only 
"' -""" ■— "' """ ' 7»prita 



if Pticenidau vessels, aud wou: supposed by the m 



igures on the bowiprit 



Three only of ihe Cabtri are hron-iht by the Nereids and Tritons 
upon their hieroglyph ic-covercd shicldi the ancient Indian, the Kgyp- 
tiao, and tho Grecian Mythos are probably indicated. The fourth)^, 
who was nut willing tooome, must be regarded as theHosaicHonolhe- 
btic religion, which in its ahhon-eiua of symbols would fain keep aJoof 
fi-om the mytliological festivity of the Wilpnrjris-nisht. 

The Cabiri were regarded as seven in number, which, with (he in- 
troduction of tho Egyptian god, was incpeased to eight. Four have 
been accouulcd for;' the Sirens inquire " Where are the other three!" 
They arc yet concealed in Olympus-, tho Buddhist, Mobammcdan, and 
Christian i-eligiong belong to the future ; they ore nolyet ready; and 
there tn Olympus abides the eiglith eod, of wliom 'as yet no one 
thinks. Goethe may he supposed to refcrto his own religious concep- 
tions, which combinod the iifea ofa self-ncting nature pervscied by the 
Deity, with belief in a pcraonal God who could he apprehended by 
thought, and who comes into direct relation with the humansoul. How 
strongly was Goethe possessed by the idea of the Divine love appears 
from the following dialojrne between Eckei-mann and himself; the for- 
mer, struck with admiration atseeioga bird which had been set &ee ro- 



ft 



ri 
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turn throuofh the window to fed its young, remarked, " Such parental 
love, superior to danger and imprisonment, moved me deeply, and I 
expressed my surprise to Goethe." 

" Foolish man ! " he replied, with a meaning smile ; " if you believed 
in God you would not wonder. Did not God inspire the bird with 
this all-powerful love for its young, and did not sidiilar impulses 
pervade all animate nature, tlie world could not subsist. But thus 
is the Divine energy everywhere diffused, and Divine love eveiywhere 
active." 

To return, however, to the ^gean Sea. The religious element hav- 
ing been introduced by the arrival of the Cabiri, the peaceful festival 
proceeds, hei*alded by the Telchines of Rhodes, the mythological fire- 
workers who forged the trident of Neptune. 

Proteus transforms himself into a dolphin, in order to carry Homun- 
culus to the sea; the words which follow are of interest as bearing upon 
the Danvinian theorj'. Thales commcuds the praiseworthy desire to 
commence creation at the beginning, and assures Homunculus that he 
shall progress, by eternal laws, through a thousand and still a thousand 
forms towards his goal, in order eventually to become a man. Thales, 
the materialistic philosopher, is in error. He regards Homuiiculus as 
an organic, whereas he is a spiritual protoplasma. Proteus takes a 
juster view of the matter, and assures him that if he once becomes a 
man there will be an end of him. The true destination of ideas is their 
diffusion, not their incorporation, in individual fonns, where they are 
liable to perish. Meanwhile appear new messengers of peace, the 
love-enkindled doves sent by Paphos, the island of Galatea. 

Should aught of danger threaten, in water or on land, the Pselli and 
Marse, the sei^pent-destroycrs, di-aw near, to establish security and to 
purify the way for the approach of Galatea. The female element is 
'j represented by the Nereids and the Dorides, both daughters of Nereus ; 

i the foi*mer strong and stuiily, resembling their father, the latter grace- 

ful and tender, like their mother Doris. Galatea now draws near, 
i advancing with her innumerable host, in extended chain-circles, sym- 

n bolizing the path of culture and of progress; such spiral lines were 

H before indicated as described by the Paphian doves, who, in wonderful 

y flight learned in olden time, accompanied the chariot of the goddess. 

R Thus with a revolving, yet ever-advancing motion, comes Galatea, as 

I portrayed in Rafael's licautiful fresco on the walls of the Farnesina 

H Palace at Rome. The lovely sea nymph, being the successor of Aphro- 

dite, the queen of beauty, her apparition forms a fitting prelude to the 
Helena. 
Fain would she stay to gi*eet her aged father ; in vain ; time's onwai*d 
■I movement knows no pause; her innumerable attendants, the repre- 

f sentativcs of the new epoch, festively follow in her train. Meanwhile 

;; the glass of Homunculus gives forth a beautiful sound, and glitters 

5 like a flame. He feels the presence of Eros, the primeval god, the 

I origin of all things ; he feels the consti-aining power of infinite long- 

ing; he renounces his self-existence; his glass is shattered against the 
throne of Galatea, and the ideas which constituted his essence are far 
and wide diffused over the waves. It is interesting to compare the 
concluding chorus, which celebi*ates the praise of Eros, with the final 
chorus of the poem, where Divine love, symbolized as the Mater Glo- 
4 riosa, is represented as the pervading, all-inspiring principle of the 

universe. 

Act III. 

The marriage of Faust with Helena, forming, as it does, a prominent f 
feature of the mediseval legend, belongs to the oldest of Goethe's con- ^ 



I 
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n that Ihia 



ceptioDii, a sketch of it hnviiig been broiiirht with hiu 
1775. After tiis Italian joii may , the UioiibUI ocpurred « 
elDment o( the old lei^cnd mi;,'ht be empioycil to bj-diIh 
between claasical and romantic poetry. In 1823 Byron's individuality 
and tratcic fate, hariu; supplied him witb the lon^-son^ht motive fw 
hill Flnohnrina, the i;hilil of Helonii tuid Fausi, the type of modern 
applied himself to Iha complctioo of the work. 



Gnethe hhi 



inethe lihnnelf direcU 



o Ihu fandsmental idea which under- 
lies it : " It is time," he says, " that the pa^siooale coufiict betweoD the 
classic and the romantic ahonld at last be reconeilodj " and adds, " the 
deliveiy of the human mmd tram tlie monkish barbai'tata of the fifteouUi 
and aixlsenth cenlnricj wiu largely dne lo the extended surrey then 
obtained over Greek and Roman Uloraluro." Wo are, moreoyep. justi- 
fied, by the poet'9 own words, in saying: that bis own inward cipenenca 
i9 embodied in this poem; that it aymboliies the union of his ownaptrit 
with classical antiiiuitv, lojielhoi' with the refinin;; of his poetic Reniiis, 
the perfection of arlietie farm, and the spiritual now birth to which it 
Condnetcd him. 

Thus Helena and Faust represent the culture of two distinct world- 
epochs, from whose union was to spring a new form of spiritual derel- 

» of Medix Valium were to be associated with tbe harmony, 
the moilcration, the plastic elearness of conception, which fbrmed tlio 
chief elements of (ireeinn ait, a spirit which was to eiert sn enlighten- 
ing and emancipating inSuence, not only over poclry, but over life. 

This Chonj;ht finds eiprossion in The desci-iplion of Ai'cadia, Iba 
imaginary realm over which Faint and lluleoa arc to Esercise their 
united sway. The state of thiujjs liuvu tleicribud forms a strildiig ooa- 
" o the lawleasnoaa nnd disoi-der portmyed in Ihe sr- - ■ ■' - 






IS the en wniag glory of tl 



Helena's veil has watted Fauat from the imaginat? realms of Arca- 

thus traversed is symbolized by the seven-lcapie boots employed by 
Mephislophdes to oierlako bim. The veil dissolves to a cloud, which, 
mirroring the afiectious of his sout, take the forms of Helens and 
Gretchen ; art and early love we Uiua rccopniEed as iVe ideal powers 









the vulgar t 



Through the eonlemplalion of ideal beauty, Fnust has won for his 
guiilance in actual life, Ibe conceptioa of moderation and self-restmint; 
an aimless activity, the alternate reetin"' fhim desire 1u enjoyment, 
these have become repulsive to himi this idea underlies Ibe word 
wherein he gives exproesion to Goethe's idea of creation, as a process 
of orderly development as opposed lathe Plutonic theory, symlwlized 



by the action of Moloch and oilier Satanic n 
pbislopbeles. 

Faast Btrivea no longer atterihe va^e ai 
a distinct, practical aim for bis activity. ^ 



y Me- 




MHUki 



ANNOTATIONS TO PART II. 451 

are the symbols of the unjroverned impulses of his early life; both shall 
now be resti-ained, and a re<rion recovered from the lawless elements 
where a free people may dwell upon a free soil. Faust is no longer the 
type of isolated genius ; he has learned the great lesson that ** man is 
made for man," and that all efforts must be glorified by consecration 
to the sei'vice of ^umauity. 

Upon the Headland. 

Here the masquerade of the first act is realized in actual life ; the 
Emperor, made apparently rich by the influx of paper money, has, in 
accordance with the character thele attributed to him, let things take 
their coui*se, till the insurrection, symbolized by the magical conflagra- 
tion, has actually broken out. Faust helps to suppress it, that he may 
thus obtain the privilege of reclaiming a tract of land from the sea. In 
his description of the battle and its accompaniments, Goethe directs 
his irony against the admirei-s of Mediaevalism, with its party hatreds, 
gross popular superstitions, and stmnge militaiy parapharnalia. The 
three mighty men represent the more brutal aspects of war. 

The Rival Emperor*s Tent, 

In the hour of victory the Emperor speaks proud words, and tells 
how he had turned his gaze inward, ana has learnt through the ex- 
perience of years the value of the moment. Nevertheless, in this crisis 
of his affaii-s, instead of applying himself to the establishment of good 
government, he forthwith augments the power of the princes, and, that 
they may g-ive lustre to his court, he allows them to oppress tiie people 
by the arbitrary imposition of taxes. Goethe here exhibits the Golden 
liuU, by which the Emperor, Chaj'les VI., in the fieichtag at Mainz, 
1356, defined the hereditary ofl^ces of the Kurfursts. Hollow pomp 
and artificial ceremonialism' take the place of genuine political activ- 
ity. The insurrection had been promoted by the clerg}'^, whose bigotry 
and rapacity are strikingly exhibited in the person of the Archbishop. 
We have here a picture of the political state of Germany from the days 
of Faust to the days of Goethe. Such a state of things o&ered no sphere 
for the high and earnest pu impose of Faiist, which, for its realization, 
must create for itself a new and appropriate sphere. 

Act V. 

• Open Country, 

The names of Philemon and Baucis recall che ancient pair whose 
piety is celebrated by Ovid. "These names," said Eckermann to 
(Tocthe, " transport me to the Phrygian coast, and remind me of the 
famous couple of antiquity. But our scene belongs to modern days, 
and a Christian landscape." 

" My Philemon and Baucis," said Goethe, " have nothing to do with 
that renowned ancient couple and the tradition connected with them. 
I gave this couple the names merely to eJ<Rvate the characters." 

The return of the wanderer to the scene of his shipwreck in bygone 
ycai"s shows us the magnitude of the work accomplished by Faust, in 
reclaiming from the now distant sea a vast area of fertile and thickly- 
peopled laud. 

The Palace, 

" Faust," said Goethe to Eckermann, ** when he appears in the fifth 
act, should, according to mv design, be exactly a hundred years old; 
and I rather think it would be well expressly to say so in some pas- 
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SBtre." Hk dPBire to nppropriiile llic cotWge of Iho agml pair exrm- 
plilics Ihc familial' eipencDce that new ilesirca are awakcued by ilie 
consoiousuess of sacceaai tliat the lu^t far power ist«o oilen j^nerstcd 
by tlia possession of power. Thus Fmist [fi'OWB weary of heio^ just; 
he cinnot bi'ook oppobition. Tlie »iicii ^irora to be ueprirej of Cbeir 
ialicHuace, DDd to receire in coDipeiinitwii ft Hew eatato. 

Deep Night. 
Sucb unreatrsined self-nlll is, however. 9inf\i1 egnh'sm, and itM aer- 
cise is oflen atlemlcd by coiisequenci:s iiiuii! ilisustrous than went anU- 
cijiated. The rrtlfi^T, the rtrijiel, iinil ILic liuJeu-lrBes perish in Uic 
flames. FniKt viLinlv Inrin'iMj the iiiy|>^ilj[-m. clee'l, Mill hoping ihat tliC 
■god coiii'li , ■'■ . .■■■i III. .11 .ii" (lull new e»raW, will foi^vc the 

destruFli.iii . ; i || ti- ii |.-inr, lieiucver, Ihal the arrow 

■when it li.i- . i lu, r m.Lli.itlie ™nln)l of the archer. 



hie eoiuuiuijil. lie eruinut, hDWevev, pn-vcut lliut the smoke of the 
murderous eonllu{;mLioii shall shape itself into va<ruo aliadowy fijfitres, 
tormcntiiig spirits UiiLt Lover round liim, prciiByeflil of uppi'oacUing 

Midiiigkl. 

Fanst now recognizeB that ho has not jet attained tme freedom, 
perfect wlf-eontral j that imperious interference with the eslablished 
order, cipressol by mngic, liaa liecome habitual la bim ; he would now 
fain stand face to face with the worli! iu tiini;>le hcnmnity, and with 
that yeiy pationcB which had been thr olijert rf hi; special ciinse. 
Nevertheless he manfully fiuhtswi'li <'ii|..-, >< Iik-Ii [kiw -feks to embitter 
his last hours; he abides by his n..?i.|i.> .. -].. -I'n ii'> iiLa>;ic word, no 

longer thro u Jill self-will forcefully ( -i;iihL lii.- < -t;ihliwhed order; 

and thus, though the outward power m m-hhi i^ I'Mii^^LiUlied, a spirit- 

BKainst his calamity, that he paliettily lienrs it mid elevates bimielf 
above it, in the Joy of beaeficial oelivity, reveals Ihat his reuoncilialioD 
with Uio moral order has been achieved. 

Fore-court qf the Palace. 

Faust recorfnizes in his if\as speech that fcemiiae fVeedom is no 

Hirterna! possession ; that it is tSe permanent enfi^neUlsement of the 

human Eiurit, which can only bo achieved and miunCained throiigh 

"anlly repealed effort. Ho hopes tosland with afrae pr""'" " 

. ..«. ... : — .v,j ]ia^„ labored for Ihe Wslie 

t SDCh thoughts he can addrau tc 






cognizes that he^as labored for Ihe bltfliest wclfara 
_ , inspired by anc 

lenl the (hteful words, " Lingc 



1 words, ' _ . ^. 

cuiilauce with hiscumpuet, this should be his deatli-nuur ; iueih u nun; 
a dii-cet alhiiCnn In his curse in the first part; " The ulock stands still, 
IS there indicated, his corthh- career is ended. 



(nificance of the compact, oi 



the index falls" 

We must now inqiiiro into EhB sienificance „ r— t 

dition of which is thus fulfilled. As the wa«er between the Lord and 
Mephistopheles hail preceded the compaot, Fanst could not uncondi- 
tionally sign away his soul. Mcphistophelca was to be Faust's servant 
here, anil in return Faust was lo lie siirrcndorod to him wheu Ihoy met 
in the worlil beyond. Wauhl Ihi-eomelnpiusP That is llic question, 
whether Mcplustuplielea has aueeecdcd io 



I 
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The moment which he would fain arrest, finds him possessed not by 
sinful t'«;otistic desires, but by aspirations in harmony with the highest 
moral order. 

In speaking of the conclusion of *' Faust," Goethe directed Ecker- 
mauu's attention to the following passage : — 

** Saved is this noble soul from ill, 
Our spirit peer. Wlioever 
Strives forward with unswerving will, 
Him can we aye deliver : 
And if with him celestial love 
Hath taken part, — to meet him 
• Come down the angels from above ; 
With cordial hail they greet him." 

** In these lines," said he, " is contained the key to Faust's salvation. 
In Faust himself there is an activity which becomes constantly higher 
and purer to the end, and from above there is eternal love comin": to 
his aid. This harmonizes perfectly with our religious views, according 
to which we cannot obtain heavenly bliss through our own strength 
alone, but with the assistance of Divine gi*ace." 

Goethe recoornized that the human spirit is an imperishable essence, 
an ever-unfolding energy, which, like the sun, appears only to the 
bodily eye to set, but iii reality shines on without intermission; he 
maintained that the best proof of our immortality is that we cannot do 
witliout it. So Kant also named it a postulate of the practical reason, 
a necessary condition of our moral seli-consciousness. The traditional 
conceptions of heaven and hell, of devil ard angels, are accepted by 
him as mythical symbols of ideal truth ; as he nimself said, ** amid 
such supci*sensual raattei*s, I might easily have lost myself in the 
vague, if I had not, by means of sharply drawn figures and images from 
the Christian church, given my poetical design a desirable form and 
substance." 

The contest between devils and angels for the soul of the dying, as 
portrayed in mediaeval pictures and wood-cai*vings, formed the kernel 
of the "Moralities." In the letter of Judas, vei'se 9, it is mentioned 
that the archangel Michael quan'elled with the devil over the soul of 
Moses ; a legend to which Goethe alludes in the " Xenien." 

Hell yawns below, heaven opens above, and the angels descend to 
awaken life, to bring aid and salvation to the sinner, and to manifest 
to all nature the richness of Divine grace. 

How often in pictures angels are represented scattering i*oses, which 
however become burning flames to the devils ; just as in the depraved 
soul, which has lost the capacity for ideal enjoyment, the vision of pure 
beauty awakens only the torment of ungi'atified desire. This is ex- 
perienced by Mcphistopheles. 

. The form of the mecliajval Latin hymns is reproduced in the angels' 
songs, which intentionally echo those of the Easter morning of the first 
part. 

Between the musical harp-like tones of the angels* songs are heard 
in wonderful conti*ast the discordant utterances of Mcphistopheles, as 
he now exhoils the devils to pluck off the Psyche-winffs of Faust's soul, 
now recognizes and deplores his own lustful and futUe cravings. Thus 
he retires, like the stupid devil in the popular religious plays, self- 
deceived, rather than deceived by others. 

In Goethe's treatment of the subject, as in the mediaeval dramas, the 
humorous element is associated with the earnest conception of the 
struggle between heaven and hell ; the poet has ventured to blend to- 
gether the sublime and the burlesque, heavenly peace and dcmouiaeul 
desire, and has succeeded. 
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U'liads, Roekt, and Dfaeri-plaee. 



The ; 



Kof tt: 



tlie key to liia dalirerancE : the praridEace of God, ^uidiru; men from 
eiToi- and (Kii'pteiity (o nroedom nnii liirhc, coii'esponils la the iunau 
tciidcnof Id jraodiietiB >iid tnilh implKaled in tlie humnn eniil. This 
tlioiii-lic embodlad in the Fmloj^uo in Heaven, Snds exprci^ion also ia 
Ihe B|.iIo(,nie. 

As the Praltnrae in Heaven was suKSeated to Goethe by Ihe Booh of 
Jol), fio the EpiloiruE rDininih a? of Danto. If thupoct Josireil to brinir 
thu anpci'^tinauiLl spliure before t)ia »i|>irltiisl K^up. sad at the saoii- time 
poptlcslly to rcpnuent tlie blu4>uil iiuinonnlity of the humnji soul, hi* 
otiject was most effoclually aceonipliahed by fi'eely eropioyins the rva- 
Ecpliona wherewith Chriitinnity, from the ciki'lieat timea, had ondenv- 
□rod to BVDibalize the infinite and nnaccn, and which no one hafi net 
fnrtb witd plater oaUeneaa than Unntj!. As Uie Florentine baril is 
tondneled oy Besti-ioe, the beloved of liii vontli, so Fai»t i^ led lo 
hii-'her sphersi by Grolchen. Both jyraboliieOic glorified spirit, a ray 
of the ererlutmii tiMth and love. AsinUieviaion of Oonle, Ihe moun- 
tain of purification nic^ IVom earth to heaven, IVom the aoniinit of 
which the purified apirite soiic aloft, while angels descend from Ihe 
celestial splicras, so Uoethe transports us to an eminence, where an- 
cliuritcs^nd hai-mila, hovered round by eltirified apirita, dedicate Ihem- 
acWea to Ihe worship of the Divine, the maunlaiuB of Maot^cmiL, 
near Barcelorui, with its bermitiuxes, nestling amid tlie loftiest and 
nioat rugjfOd annimita, of whicli William von Humboldt had aent tlie 
poot a raasleriy doacription, doubtless hoTered before his mental era. 

Patci Kcstaticna, tilted tkbove the earth by the heavenward impulse 
of ha sanl, as Is relatod of SL Theresa and Philip Nei-i, tosetbcr with 
ctpressiona of sorrow fprain and heavenly i^apture. Wends the passion- 
ate loo>rin-r to be redeemed from everything tronaient, and purified 
fmni all eaiihly dross. 

Pater Profundus (who veoalla Bernhnrd of Clairroax m: Thomas of 
Brail warily no), in strains which horinoDize with the nn^ l>f tbc An?h- 
anitcis in the Prologue, irivea etpi'caaion to the hope that tlie Eternal 
Ijove, all-embracinic, ^-aualainin;;, ever actively beneficent, may de- 

boniUf of I'iiiii, nnd lend liim In freciiom and toHirht. 
" ■ ■'■■■' ■ -— inuiB of Aasisi 



or Rom 



ilie hlesscd hi 
k no ivied ge of tl 






. thins", in the ctpi'unl soiin^e of i 

Velnilon of His love, whoio goal 

Ihe spii-it's true noinisbiuenC 

Emanuel Swodenhonc imagined himself to be in commnnicatinn with 

iriij, who entered into bim in oi'der, lhroit;):h hid scuses, to obluia 

•: jiereeption and knowlcdm of earthly thiPEs. 

Fiimt's aasociation with the blessed boya recalls the words of Jesns, 

ut wc must become an lillle children, in onlcr lo eater into Ihe kintt- 

im of hcavcui while their desire to loara fi-oui him. and the rapidi^ 

111 whii'h he oiitgrowa theui, indicate the aiynifinuce which attarhea 

our caithly existence, with its intellectual and mand striving, Ibr aU 

c dross of earth, and it is 
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able to purify the spirit from ihe lower elements with which it has 
been associated, and to brinor it into hannony with the eternal p^oodness. 
Faust is at lenjrth freed from the old coil of earthly bondage, and 
Gretchen can exclaim with joy, that his first truthful* strength shines 
forth, full and beautiful, from its ethereal robes. 

It is the privilege of poetiy thus to give expression to the deepest 
yearning of the human heart. Doctor Marianus, like the scholastic 
cloctor, Duns Scotus, derives his name from the worship of the Virgin 
Maiy. The womanly element, impersonating Love, as an essential 
principle in the divine nature, has manifested itself in all ancient reli- 
gions. Goethe has here followed the symbolism ot* mediaeval art. 
The Mater Gloriosa is here introduced as' the manifestation of Divine 
mercv, which, with saving power, is near to all those who confidingly 
seek It. 

Three pardoned sinners implore that Gretchen, who has sinned 
without evil intention, maybe received into eternal blCvSsedness ; Mary 
Magdalene and the woman of Samaria are known to us from the Gos- 
pels; the stoiy of the Egyptian Mary (Maiy ^gyptiaca) is related in 
the legend of the saints. 

Gretchen's rapturous words, intentionally on the part of the poet, 
recalls the prayer of anguish addressed bv her to the Mater Dolorosa, 
in the first part. The whole image is bathed in light. The Mystical 
Choras (Chonis Mysticus) reminds us that all things visible anti tran- 
sient are only type's of the unseen and eternal ; only symbolically, can 
the world beyond be represented. There will be perfected what on 
earth is fragmentaiy or incomplete. The ever-womanly, type ot pure, 
self-sacrificing love, the innermost core of woman's nature, makes us 
one with God. 
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